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THE RESURRECTION BODY 



An illustration of Spiritual Truth from Natural Science 

By DOCTOR MARGARET BOILEAU 



Mary, in the Glory of 
the Garden 

'When Mary through the garden went. 
She sought within the garden ground 

One for whom her heart was rent, 
One who for her sake was bound, 
One who sought — and she wa^ found!' 

JESUS had said: 'Let not your heart be 
troubled.' But Mary's heart was 
deeply troubled; tears blinded her eyes; 
the world was black for her. 

Lilies bloomed in the garden, but she 
did not notice their beauty or fragrance; 
birds sang overhead on that wonderful 
Easter morning, but their songa did not 
thrill her. Mer face was towards the 
darkness of the tomb. The Light of the 
World was close behind her, but she 
knew it not. 

Mary stood outside the sepulchre, 
weeping. It seemed no use to move; 
nothing would be any use again. Christ, 
the sinner's Friend, was dead, and His 
very body had been stolen away. 

Yet. after awhile, moved by a sudden 
impulse, she stooped down to look again 
into the darkness of that empty tomb; 
though Peter had been right in and found 
the linen clothes out of which His beloved 
body had passed. 

Then she saw two angels, sitting where 
the head and feet of the Master had rested, 
and they asked her why she was weeping, 
knowing that here was 'nothing for tears.' 
Explaining the cause of her new outburst 
of grief — because His precious form had 
been removed, she knew not where — 
Mary turned herself back. Wonderful 
as it was to see and talk with angels, a 
greater than they had drawn near, and 
she needs must turn. 

Her tear-blinded eyes hardly saw Him, 
and — perhaps because she sobbed so — 
she did not recognize the Voice repeating 
the angel's question: 'Why weepest thou?' 
Supposing Him to be the gardener she 
made her one piteous appeal: 'Tell me 
where thou hast laid Him.' 

Jesus simply spoke her name, and then 
Mary's eyes opened wide, and she saw, 
and knew, and believed, and the old 
tender, worshipping title broke from her 
in a cry of rapture: 'Master!' 

Now the sunshine was golden; the 
lilies breathed exquisite perfume; the 
songs of the birds echoed thriUingly in 
her heart. Death had not robbed her. 
Jesus had broken its bondage; destroyed 
its terror. 

He was alive for evermore, to give to 
her, and to us all. His own unquenchable 
life; He had come, lived, died, and risen, 
that we might have life and have it more 
abundantly . 

+ * ♦ 

This matchlessly lovely story has an 
ever-new lesson. 

It was by turning her back on the 
place of death that Mary saw Him who 
had brought life and immortality to light. 
She had lifted her face to the Sun of 
Righteousness and the shadows fell be- 
hind her, for God, who commanded the 
light to shine out of darkness, had shone 
in her heart, to give the light of the knowl- 
edge of tJie glory of God in the face of 
Jesus Christ. 

Mary was t;hus ready for anything, and 
when Ho bade her 'go , . , and say . . ,' 
she went on feet made swift and beautiful 
by love, and carried His transforming 
mesjsage to those in sorrow and despair. 

He was going away; she — and we — 
must therefore carry on His business and 
do even 'greater works'— they are His 
own words — because He went to the 
Father. 

That, surely, i.s the message of Easter 
for us. 



THERE are things which we use so 
frequently that we are quite familiar 
with them in a way; but if we pause to 
think, or if any one should question us 
about them, we find that our ignorance 
is immense. 

The Beauty of Crystals 
Let us take one such familiar object. 
We all know Condy's Fluid — that deep 
red liquid which is used in many a home 
to absorb bad smells, and which turns 
rather an ugly brown color when it has 
done its work. Why does the deep red 
fluid change its color? Because it has 
undergone a chemical change, and part 
of its substance has gone out to combine 
with and render harmless the noxious 
substances in the air. 

That alone is a very interesting sub- 
ject; but I think the fluid's crystalline 
form — Permanganate of Potash as we call 
it has been dissolved in water — is still 
more fascinating. 

To begin with, it really is rather beauti- 
ful if you look at it — and it is a pity ever 
to miss the innocent pleasure which the 
sight of a beautiful object can give us, 
The crystals look something like so many 
jewels, like very big amethysts. If you 
saw them set in a brooch you would have 
no hesitation in pronouncing them lovely. 
The crystals are dark purple rhombic 
prisms, but if you hold them up so that 
the light falls through them, they shine 
a deep red. 

Always True to Type 
Did it ever occur to you to ask what 
a crystal is? , If you take a solution of 
a solid substance, such as this perman- 
ganate of potash for example, and you 
evaporate off the liquid, you will find — 
provided it contained enough of the 
solid — a deposit of crystals left behind. 
You must have seen this dozens of times. 
It happens with common salt. Each 
substance has its own particular form in 
which it crystallizes. 

But what I want you to notice is that 
the substance is always true to type. 
1 1 does not take on a form belonging to 
something else, no matter what vicis- 
situdes it may have gone through in the 
way of being melted down, or compounded 
with other substances. It may have 
appeared not only to lose its form, but 
its properties — all that seems to make up 
its identity. Yet , when the moment 
arrives for it to be set free from other 
substances, to take on its own body again, 
back it comes, answering the call of destiny 
in precisely the same form in which it 
disappeared. If you can imagine its hav- 
ing friends, they would have no difficulty 
in recognizing it! 

'With What Body?' 
Arsenic, or rather Arsenious Acid, is 
a very good example of this. The crystals 
are little four-sided pyramids easily dis- 
tinguished from any other substances, 
Let them be dissolved, and, of course, 
they quite disappear. It is as if their 



bodies had died and decomposed. Put in 
a little bit of copper-foil and v/arm it 
gently, and it will take up the arsenic out 
of the water, and join it to itself, the red 
copper becoming steely-grey, and shining 
like silver. 

Could one imagine that those original 
little crystals would ever appear again, 
after not only disintegrating, but being, 
as it were, devoured by another creature? 
If any one said their identity was not lost 
for ever, how easily might an ignorant 
person laugh and say, 'Impossible.' 

But, now, take up that little piece of 
copper that has eaten up the arsenic, and 
heat it until dry in a hard glass tube; 
what happens? You see vapour coming 
off and dewing the cold part of the tube. 
The vapour condenses. Look at what is 
left I Little solid pyramids of arsenious 
acid in its old familiar forml Who says 
miracles can never happen? The body 
has risen again after all its changes! 
Pure Bodies 

Moreover, the bodies that thus rise 
again are pure bodies. One way of 
getting back a substance which has been 
mixed with other matter is to dissolve 
the whole substance; the impurities will 
melt out of it, and the desired salt will 
crystallize out, now pure and free from 
extraneous matter. 

One -more point about crystals which 
I think very interesting. You know, 
perhaps, that hot water will dissolve a 
great deal more of a salt or powder than 
cold water. If you want to make a 
strong solution — of boracic acid, say^ — 
you heat it. But as the water cools it 
cannot hold so much solid; some falls to 
the bottom as a crystalline precipitate. 

When a liquid has taken up as much 
solid as it can hold at a certain tempera- 
ture, it is called a saturated solution. 
That means that, in normal circum- 
stances, if you cooled it the least bit more 
the solids in it would have to begin to 
crystallize out. Think of all those 
minute particles of solid, just on the point 
of getting back their own forms or bodies 
— becoming individuals again — waiting to 
be renewed in the image in which they 
were created. 

Would Remain Liquid 

Now it was noticed for some time before 
people understood the reason of it, that 
if you kept a saturated or even super- 
saturated solution in a tightly -corked 
bottle, not open to the air, and without 
any of the precipitate at the bottom, you 
might keep it indefinitely. It would 
remain liqiiid with all its salt in solutjon, 
even though it had got far below the 
critical point of cooling. It was just as 
if the little crystals were there ready to 
form, but did not know how to begin. 

But if you took out the cork and let 
the air in, very soon crystallization 
occurred (unless it was a very rare salt 
with which you were experimenting). 
The reason was this. There are minute 



In the place where H& was crucified there Was a garden, John I 9, 4 1 

He strews the valley of the shades with lilieB fair, 

And makes to blossom as the rose the desert bare. 

Around the Cross whereon He died the flowers growj 

Tis part of love's redeeming plan it should be so. 

'Tis in the darkest of the night the stars most shine; 

And when I feel I'm al alone He most is mine. 

And when I think my cherished hopes are well-nigh dead, 

And all the drearna for me and mine frorn sight have fled. 

I see His cross upstanding there and look around, 

And carpeted with glory is that holy ground, 

Oh, place of death — Oh, place of Ibve beyond compare; 

Oh, tears of shame — Oh, wondrous joy, Oh, beauty rare. 

If in the place where He did die a Garden fair, 

Then do I know I never am outside His care. 

In weakness — strength; in sorrow — joy from day to day; 

His tender grace, almighty love are mine for aye. 

And in that day when sorrows come— as sorrows may — 

I'll hie me to the garden and I'll hear Him say — 

This is no place of death, or gloom or riving strife, 

But here is all the glory of a resurrected life. — "J'' 



substances always floating about in the 
air. Some of them are minerals — chem- 
ical substances, minute crystals of all 
the common salts. 

Now, If one of these minute, already- 
formed crystals of the proper material, 
borne by the atmosphere, falls into your 
saturated solution, at once the example 
seems to be set, and forthwith hundreds 
of similar little crystals begin to be formed 
on its pattern. 

Always on same plan 
They grow and fit in with one another,' 
forming crystals of various sizes, but 
always on the same plan as the original 
one, and after the order of the original 
substance — so many planes at right 
angles to one another, each angle having 
the proper number of degrees, and so on. 
Somehow, contact with the one which 
had ' attained the right form stimulated 
all the other potential individuals to 
enter on their own lawful inheritance. 

These things are what we call Laws 
of Nature, They go on quietly, regularly, 
unremittingly, whether we know about 
them or not. They are part of the work- 
ing of the universe as God created it. 
And if He can arrange these wonderful 
transformations and restitutions or order 
in the common, inanimate things which 
He has created, need we think anything 
too hard for the Lord when we come to 
consider His dealings with the crowning 
acts of His sublime creation, human 
bodies and souls? 

What is a human being? An immor- 
tal soul in training, clothed with an im- 
mortal body in process of formation. 

Some people, even professing Christians, 
are really very sceptical about the Resur- 
rection of the Body. They do not think 
our bodies will literally rise agavn. Bm 
why not? It was not only Christ's spirit 
that came back, it was His body. He 
took pains to convince His disciples of 
that. He came again with His body 
recognizable, though glorified, after only 
three days' rest. 

' And He calls us to follow. Fear noti 
Though your body seem to be destroyed, 
to become dust mingling with other dust 
— -formless, invisible, the prey of worms 
or microbes, there is that in you which 
can rebuild the perfect form belonging 
to you. Even here, while we are pursuing 
our course through life, we are preparing 
for immortality — building up our body 
that is to be, if we are doing right; dis- 
torting and complicating its arrangements 
if we are doing wrong I 

Need an Example 
Which of us who care about Christ at 
ail does not feel that it is well worth while 
aiming at a perfect life, so that our bodies; 
may be fashioned like unto His glorious 
body! But in our own strength it is an 
impossibility; we are held a prisoner in 
the body of this death.' Like the crystals 
held in solution and corked up in the 
bottle, we do not know how to begin. 
We need an example to follow, a pattern 
to copy. God knew that, and so out of 
the unknown there entered into our world 
one perfect specimen of the human race, 
the only complete child of God — the man 
Christ Jesus! 

'We look for the Saviour, the Lord 
Jesus Christ: who shall change our vile 
body, that it may be fashioned like unto 
His glorious body, according to the work- 
ing whereby He is able even to subdue 
all things unto Himself (Fhillppians ill, 
20, 21). . 

He does not use force to correct our 
imperfections and make us conform to 
Hia image. But once we look at Him and 
perceive what He is, we, immature crea- 
tures in process of development, lose the 
thought of ourselves and begin to imitate 
Him because we instinctively love and 
long to be like Him. 

So we set ourselves according to His 
pattern, and our vile bodies begin to 
change and to become like His. At last 
we shall stand before God radiant and 
glorious in the forms in which He first 
conceived us. And these forms are 
stable, for we shall have been 'clothed 
upon' with a form not made with hands, 
eternal in the Heavens, and mortality 
will have been swallowed up of life. 
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By The FOUNDER 



THE Martyr is very much admired — 
anyway, he used to be ; but for 
sorne cause or other, 1 fancy he is 
not thought so much of in our 
time as he was formerly. There is not so 
much said or written about him. Not 
only has that old "Book of Martyrs," 
found not so long ago, on almost every 
Christian family bookshelf, vanished out 
of sight, but the memory of the departed 
worthies and the agonies therein de- 
scribed and illustrated have gone out of 
mind also. 

The public taste has changed about 
Martyrs, I suppose, as about other things. 
The spirit and fancy of the present age 
does not run in the direction of martyr- 
dom — anyway, of martyrdom for Jesus 
Christ; consequently. Martyrs are only 
looked upon and inquired about in the 
same spirit as the fossils of those strange 
creatures who lived in the primeval ages 
which are kept on the shelves of our 
museums. The memory of the Martyrs 
is preserved in order to enable the His- 
torical Scientist to understand the habits 
of our forefathers; beyond that, they have 
ceased to be of much public interest. 

Nevertheless, there are a few individ- 
uals existing amongst us who still extol 
in painting, poetry and song, the men and 
the women of by-gone times who set a 
higher value upon their principles than 
upon their blood; although of some of 
these people it must be confessed that 
"They build the sepulchres of the prophets 
while they crucify their successors." 

But are there any Martyrs in the present 
day? We answer that question by pro- 
posing another:- — 

What Is a Martyr? 

If we can get a somewhat clear notion 
of his make-up wlien we meet him we 
shall know him. The readers of this 
article can look around and see if in their 
circle there are any who answer to this 
description. They will doubtless num- 
ber amongst their friends many persons 
possessing superior attainments — perhaps 
there may be some Martyrs amongst them. 
Nay, they will be able to form a correct 
idea as to whether there is anything of the 
Martyr about themselves. 

The dictionary describes a Martyr as, 
"One who testifies with his blood." He 
not only suffers on account of his faith, 
or dies in the profession of it, but he 
voluntarily gives up his life when he 
might preserve it by giving up his faith, 
or by abandoning tluit course of action 
which, while oflensivc to others, appears 
to him to be for I lie honor of God and tiie 
profit of man. In this way, multitudes 
have not only faced, but welcomed death. 

Must 1 die, then, it may be asked, in 
order to become a Martyr? Taking the 
word in its strictest interpretation, and 
in harmony with its present use I must 
answer "Yesl" And yet there ia some- 
thing behind the Martyr's death which 
determines its character and imparts to 
it the virtue which it possesses — in fact, 
something which constitutes the Spirit 
of Martyrdom which is of more value in 
the sight of God and man than the act of 
dying itself, (t must be so. There is the 
resolution of the will — the determination 



of the soul to lay down life, with all the 
sacrifices involved which really consti- 
tutes the agony of the deed, and without 
which there can be no martyrdom of the 
flesh. 

Take the death of Stephen. What was 
there in that thrilling event that was of 
most interest to God and man? What 
was it that went deepest into the heart of 
the Lord Jesus, Whom he saw standing 
in His glory at the right hand of the 
Father: and the deepest into the heart of 
Saul of Tarsus, who stood by witnessing 
and consenting to the cruel deed? Doubt- 
less, every Iota of the agony that brave 
warrior endured was noted for reward, and 
every drop of blood that fell from his 
poor body was treasured up and made 
to bring forth its share of that great 
harvest of souls that followed. But it 
was not these things that won the admira- 
tion of the Master above or which wins 
our admiration who read the description 
of it today, so much as the calm, deliber- 
ate, triumphant manner in which Stephen 
faced the very worst the world, the flesh 
and the devil could inflict upon him, and 
gave himself up to that bloody death 
rather than deny his Lord. 

The Martyr Spirit 
No! the cause is greater than the 
effect. It is the Martyr Spirit from 
whence martyrdom springs. Then, what 
is the Martyr Spirit, or of what elements 
Is It composed? Let us inquire whether 



alone in the darkest solitude, so far as 
the comforts and companionships of earth 
have been concerned, multitudes of men 
and women have laid down^their lives and 
shed their blood for truth and duty. 

Nol these conditions are not essential 
to the creation and maintenance of the 
Martyr Spirit. In poverty and ignor- 
ance, in lowliness of station, destitute of 
the learning or the friendship of earth's 
great ones, the Spirit of Martyrdom can 
live and flourish. 

But enough. In what form can it be 
said to exist? I can do little more than 
outline the Spirit of the Christian Martyr. 

1. The Martyr, as a rule, had cori- 
victions about truth and duty, which 
differed from those entertained by the 
crowd around hirrj. He thought and 
believed and felt differently from them, 
and hence they hated him, and cast him 
out, and hunted him to death. 

Here is the first element in the com- 
position of the Christian Martyr Spirit 
of today. He has convictions that differ 
from those of the people around him — 
convictions of God and Christ and Sin 
and the Judgment Day and Heaven and 
Hell. 

He believes in the existence of God, 
that He is the rightful sovereign of the 
world, that men ought to worship and 
serve Him. He believes that sin is an 
awful thing, that it brings misery here and 
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it exists today. Yesl 1 feel certain that a 
spirit as brave, as self-sacrificing and as 
precious in the sight of God as that which 
was embodied in the Martyrs of old is 
about ua in the world at the present time. 
I think we shall see this If we ask: — 

What is it That Constitutes 
the Martyr Spirit? 

1 reply, not any particular form of 
flesh or blood, not any special age or sex. 
The weakest and tenderest of all ages, 
and of both sexes, have proved, beyond 
question, the possession of the Martyr 
Spirit. 

Neither have birth nor wealth, learning 
nor position exclusively filled the Martyr 
Roll with their names. Marvellous in- 
stances of devotion unto death have come 
from the upper ranks of society; but , after 
all, not many rich, not many noble, in 
proportion, have given their lives for the 
King of kings, in comparison with the 
crowd of witnesses furnished by the poor 
and ignorant classes of society. 

Neither have rapture and enthusiasm, 
nor excitement of any kind, proved to be 
the only atmosphere in which the Martyr 
Spirit can exist and flourish. In the most 
deliberate fashion, and in the coldest 
blood, away from the cheering strength 
which come from the companionship of 
friends and kindred, men have walked all 
alone to the crudest fate which the malice 
of earth and hell could devise. All 



wrath and woe in the world to come. He 
believes that Jesus Christ died for man on 
the Cross, and that in His Blood there ia a 
way of salvation from sin and hell; he 
believes that this is a day of probation, 
that life is uncertain, that men ought to 
make haste and flee from the wrath to 
come, and that to delay top long is to 
perish for ever. How widely these differ 
from the prevalent religious opinions of 
men I need not stay to argue. But 
further; — 

2, The Martyr was assured of the 
truthfulness and reality of the things 
in which he believed and his dying 
for them proved it. They were not 
with him mere suppositions or hearsays. 
They were realities. 

This certainty is an clement in the 
Martyr Spirit of which we are speaking. 
He is assured that the things for which 
he contends are certainties. They are not 
some vague notions with him which he 
hopes or thinks, or has got from a book, 
or has heard from a pulpit or platform, 
or imagined in a day-dream. He knows 
these things are so. It does not follow 
that he should be entirely free from 
tossings and questionings and doubts. 
It is not probable that the Martyr of old 
had such a deliverance in all cases. Some, 
we know, were harassed up to the hour 
when the death-bell called them to their 
earthly doom, but they were sufficiently 
certoin to go through with the duty they 
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owed tJ 
their 
convic- 
t i o n s. 
They 
b e 1 i e V- 
ed unto 
death 
and tri- 
u m p h- 
ed. 

And 

so with 

the true Martyr of todayl He wiil not 
be igno ant of Satan's devices; he will 
walk by faith and triumph over all. 

3, The Martyr felt that hia doc- 
trines and feelings arid doings were 
of tremendous importance. Perhaps 
he sornetimes overstated his views with 
regard to som.e of the opinions and prac- 
tices for which he suffered. Possibly, 
but that is not the question; we do not 
know, and therefore will not condemn 
him. He was of the opinion that the 
views he entertained were of the utmost 
consequence to God, and man, and proved 
the genuineness of his faith by testifying 
to it with his life. He signed Articles of 
War "till I die" with a vengeance, for he 
signed them with his blood. 

And so today, the man who has the 
Spirit of the Martyr in him will not only 
have convictions, but he will feel their 
importance to the world about him. 

4. The Martyr not only felt the 
importance of the truth, but that It 
was obligatory upon him to publish 
It. Those who loved him urged him to be 
silent, to He low, to be quiet, and not to 
preach nor sing nor speak about the things 
that were objectionable. They said, 
"If you will be silent and keep your 
religious ideas and experience to yourself, 
no one will interfere with you; you will be 
allowed to live in your home on the 
pleasant earth, in the light of the aun." 
But the Martyr replied, "No, 1 must 
speak. This word is as fire in my bones. 
Woe to me if I do not proclaim it on the 
housetops I Death or no death, it must go 
forth I" 

And so with the man with the Martyr 
Spirit for Jesus in this century; he feels, 
he knows that the truth that has come to 
him concerns all mankind. If God is the 
great Father he m.uat make Him known. 
If Jesus Christ did die for all men he must 
cry, "Behold the LambI" If through 
Him there is deliverance from sin and hell, 
he must make known that Salvation, 
whatever the price or whatever the conse- 
quences may be. The honor of God, the 
glory of Christ, and the salvation or 
damnation of men, are at stake. He 
knows that ease, money, reputation, 
friends, family and life it&elf are In the 
balance; he may perish, but he cafi't 
stop if all the things a.nd beings which 
make life pleasant to him go — nay, if 
the life itself goes, he must spread the 
news of Salvation from sin and misery and 
helll 

Hunting for Martyrs 

Now we get out to discover the Martyrs 
of the present time. We have spoken of 
the Spirit they nre of; now we will try to 
mark out its manifestation. How are we 
to discern its existence? There was no 
difficulty with respect to the ancients of 
whom we have been speaking; they were 
able to testify to its possession beyond the 
possibility of question. When, before 
wondering crowds their poor frames 
quivered In the fire, or their blood gushed 
forth on the scaffold, or their limbs were 
rent to pieces by the wild animals in the 
Amphitheatre there could be no contra- 
diction of their claim to belong to: 

"The Noble Army of Martyrs" 
Such circumstances as these are, how- 
ever, happily wanting with us. The 
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fires of Smitlifield have long been ex- 
tinguished. Men and women are not 
now burnt or beheaded or crucified on 
account of their faith in Jesus Christ, 
or for the lack of it. But if this method 
of distinguishing the possession of the 
Martyr Spirit is not now known amongst 
us, there are others. Let us mention one 
or two and show how the possession of 
the true Martyr Spirit can be proved to an 
unbelieving world. 

1. An open acknowledgment of 
his convictions will ifo a long way 
in thU direction. At times it seems 
strange that there should be any diffi- 
culty in doing so, eap>ecially m a country 
that vaunts itself as Christian. Never- 
theless, we know that for a man to operjy 
acknowledge himself as beina on the side 
of the Saviour of the World, and to act 
consistently with such confession often 
m«ans a life of scorn and contempt very 
difficult for flesh and blood to bear. But 
in making the confession and boldly facing 
th« consequences, you will see the true 
Martyr Spirit. 

2. You will see the true Martyr 
Spirit when men and women stand 
up on behalf of the claims of Jesus 
Chriat to the hearts of meni and con- 
tinuously bear testimony to the fact 
that the rejection of Christ means 
everlasting rejection by the Father 
at the Day of Judgment. For a man 
or woman to plead for the souls of the 
members of his own family often means a 
life of torture. For the parents to seek 
to enforce the claims of Christ upon their 
children will oft insure their hatred, while 
for the children to openly follow the 
Saviour will mean banishment. To plead 
with partners in business and with mates 
in the workshop, or to seek the salvation 
of those with whom business is transacted 
is to be boycotted. In short, to fight for 
the deliverance of men from the dominion 
of the devil and the mastery of sin, the 
miseries that follow rebellion against God, 
and the utter ruin to which it all leads, 
mearia hatred, mockery and persecution, 
which is always difficult to bear and some- 
times signifies death itself. 

But when you see men and women 
liavely facing all these difficulties you 
can be quite sure that there you have the 
true Martyr Spirit. 

3. When Christ's followers obey 
His commands and fight His battles 
to the loss of funds or friends or repu- 
tation or of any things which the 
earth regards as treasures you will 
see the manifestation of the Martyr 
Spirit. But this is being done every day. 
Perhaps there is a time in the history of 
every true follower of Jesus Christ when 
h« has this ordeal to pass, either openly or 
in secret. Happy for him, if he does not 
flinch in that trying hour. Thank God I 
thousands do not. Stories of sacrifices 
worthy of being recorded alongside those 
superb offerings made in olden times by 
the disciples of Christ are constantly 
coming to my ears. Cases in which 
Soldiers and Officers of the Salvation 
Army cheerfully embrace the loss of home, 
kindred, money and friends to act on 
their convictions, are, thank God I of 
every-day occurrence. When you meet 
them you can be assured of the possession, 
on their part, of the true Martyr Spirit. 

4. For men and women to go direct- 
ly in the teeth of all the sensible 
people that they know, for Christ's 
sake and for the sake of the souls of 
men, proves the possession of the 
Martyr Spirit. Ridicule, laughter, Jeers 
— especially when they come from those 
who boast themselves to be somebody — 
are more painful to many people than 
physical stabbings and tortures. To be 
counted a fool and a fanatic by those who 
are, on all other topics but those which 
concern the service of God, considered 
wise and thoughtful, is to many natures 
as hard to bear as any bodily suffering 
could possibly be; and whenever you see 
such infliction with whatever pains they 
may entail, bravely met and courageously 
endured, you may be quite sure there is a 
good deal of the Martyr Spirit there. 

5. When you see men and women 
who love God and reverence His 
people go against the majority of 
professedly Christian people around, 
in order that they may fulfill Christ's 
commandments and save the souls 
of men, you may be sure that no fires 
could be lit that would destroy their 
faith. This is perhaps the hardest task 
that a truly Christian man can be set to 
perform. It was this that made Stephen's 
martyrdom so noteworthy. For him, a 
plain man, a layman, to dare to stand out 



against all the Elders and Dignitaries of 
the Church that he had been taught almost 
to worship from his childhood, to question 
their authority, to think them wrong, was 
a mighty undertaking, requiring a great 
heart and a strong faith, but God made 
him equal to the task. 

This was the hardest thing Jesu' 
Christ had to do. It formed the largest 
share of the sorrow He had to endure- 
His enemies were the professed friends 
of His Father. "He came unto His own, 
and His own received Him not." Instead 
of blessing them he was compelled to 
oppose them, until they gnashed upon 
Him with their teeth and put Him to 
death in the most accursed form with 
which they were familiar — They slew 
and hanged him on a tree. 

6. It la proof of the Martyr Spirit 
when a man goes against his own 
flesh — when he tramples upon his 
own likings and appetites, when he 
does despite to his own love of ease 
and pleasure for Christ's sake and 
for the sake of souls. Many a man has 
been known to be able, when under the 
pressure of a great excitement and a 
powerful influence, to rush into the arms 
of death, who has not be«n able, in cold 
blood to rule his own wayward nature and 
keep his own body under. This con- 
tinual living sacrifice shows the pwssesaion 
of the Martyr Spirit. 

7. Wheri,a man resolutely lives the 
life of faith, and tramples on all 
else beside, he proves the possession 
of this Spirit. When a man rises 
superior to the usages and fashions of 
this world, its fame and ambitions and 
greatness, claims the promised delivering 
power of the Holy Ghost, walks day by 
day with God, and keeps his garments 
unspotted from the world, he reveals 



season. They grow weary in well-doing 
by reason of the difficulties of the battle- 
field, and pass out to swell the crowd of 
backsliders who ever encumber the Army 
of God, 

They are sincere, they bring their 
bodies living sacrifices and lay them on 
the Altar, the dear broken body of my 
Lord; and standing there before the 
Eternal Father, swear never to draw 
back from every word they have spoken, 
and then when contradictions and tribu- 
lations come upon them, they take back 
their offering, break their vows, and go 
down amongst the faithless crowd. 

Oh, my Lord! if there is one grace which 
this poor world lacks, more than another, 
surely it is that of enduring unto the end — 
the being faithful unto death! Anyway, 
wherever it is found, you can be sure that 
you have there the true Spirit of the 
Martyr. 

This is a wonderful Spirit, there will 
be no question about that. We have 
often stood before the poor representa- 
tions of those martyr-agonies which the 
painters make, and a? we have looked at 
the dear spirits triumphing in the flames, 
we have said to ourselves, "How have 
they been able to endure those cruel tor- 
tures?" and the answer has come back: 
The Spirit that carried these saints to their 
doom, and enabled them to pass through 
it in triumph, was not of earthly manu- 
facture, it came from above. And so it 
is today. The true Spirit of Martyrdom 
is not a plant of human birth, although 
found in human soil. It is one of tne 
fruits of the "River of the Water of Life 
which flows from the throne of God and 
the Lamb." 

How is This Martyr Spirit 
Maintained? 

We have seen that this Spirit is born 



Who Follows in His Train? 



The Son of Cod goes forth lo War, 

A kingly croWn lo gain; 
His blood-red banner streams afar: 

Who follows in His train? 
Who best can drink His cup of Woe, 

Triumphant ooer pain. 
Who patient bears His cross below, — 

He follows in His train, 

A glorious band, the chosen few 
On whom the Spirit came, 

Twelve valiant saints,— their hope they 
knew. 
And mocked the cross and flame. 



They met the tyrant's brandished steel. 

The lion's gory mane. 
They bowed their necks the death lofeel: 

Who follows in their train? 

A noble army, men and boys. 

The matron and tht maid, 
Arouiid the Saoiour's throne rejoice. 

In robes of light arrayed, 
They climbed the steep ascent of heaven 

Through peril, toil, and pain; 
CodI to us may grace be given 

To follow in their irainl 

— BISHOP HEBER 



thereby the fact that he has the Spirit of 
the Martyr. 

8. To make the main purpose and 
employment of life that of winning 
precious souls to Christ, shows the 
possession of the true Martyr Spirit. 
When a Soldier of Christ, amidst the ever- 
varying circumstances and conditions of 
life and in spite of all the opposition which 
he will necessarily have to encounter, 
keeps on steadily pulling sinners out of the 
fire, it proves to himself and those about 
him that he has the true Spirit of the 
Martyr within him. No work under the 
sun calls forth more malignity, and hatred 
from wicked men, and more demoniacal 
opposition from devils than that of saving 
souls, and consequently with so much 
resistance, no labor is so great a weari- 
ness to the flesh. The man or the woman 
who is faithful to it is a true Martyr. 

9. When men or women do all or 
any part of what we have attempted 
to describe, of their own free agency, 
it shows that they possess the Mar- 
tyr Spirit, When they testify and preach 
and live to save their fellow-men, not be- 
cause they are set on or ordered to do it, 
or held to their duty by human considera- 
tions, I contend that they show the pos- 
session of the true Martyr Spirit. 

10. But perhaps the highest proof 
of the possession of the Martyr Spirit 
that can be given is when a man not 
only does the things that we have 
enumerated, but keeps on doing 
them. The spirit of perseverance in the 
face of difficulty, discouragement and 
persecution is the true Spirit of Martyr- 
dom. How very scarce, alas, this spirit 
is, all who have any acquaintance with the 
Kingdom of God will know. 

Oh, what multitudes of so-called saints 
there are whose devotion and faith and 
love is, beyond question, marvellous and 
unsurpassable! But alas, it is only for a 



from above. It can only, therefore, be 
nurtured on heavenly food. Nothing 
can be plainer than this. The Bible is 
full of this teaching. Jesus Christ affirms 
it again and again. He that is born of 
the Spirit must be fed by the Spirit. No 
human considerations nor devices nor 
ceremonials nor services whatsoever will 
sustain him. The Spirit that fell at 
Pentecost made an Army of Martyrs. 
So full were they of love to God and love 
to men, so strongly were they possessed 
with the passion for spreading the salva- 
tion of the Cross, that they rushed every- 
where, preaching Christ wherever they 
came. They were positively reckless of 
danger; instead of fearing, they fell in love 
with it. They had to be held back from 
martyrdom by arguments and entreaties. 

There is no change today. The sur- 
render of the soul to a simple, definite, 
desperate faith in God, in the same spirit 
and in the same measure, will have similar 
results. Riches, pleasures, and the vain 
things of the earth become as toys when 
compared with the everlasting joys that 
are to be won in this gigantic war, , 

It will be easily seen that with this spirit 
there will come groat sustaining power to 
the soul. Nothing is more strikingly 
shown in reading the stories of the Mar- 
tyrs, whether those recorded in the Bible, 
or elsewhere, than their vivid realisation 
of spiritual things. They dreamed dreams, 
they saw visions, they heard voices, they 
conversed with the angels, and had reve- 
lations as a result. They had the certain- 
ty of which we have spoken, and which 
seems to be essential to the Martyr- 
life. They saw this with the eye of the 
soul — perhaps it was with nothing more, 
but that was enough. It enabled them 
to apprehend the things about which they 
spoke and believed, and hence they were 
sustained in living or dying, as vouchers 



for the truth. To Stephen, with Heaven 
op>ened before his eyes, it was cvmpara- 
tively easy to die; while Moses, strength- 
ened by the sight of Him Who was in- 
visible, could sacrifice the throne and 
crown of the Pharaohs as mere trifles in 
comparison with becoming the deliverer 
of God's people. 

So the Martyr Spirit of today is sus- 
tained in the strife by the realisation of 
the things that are spiritual and Divine. 
Looking at the losses and crosses and toils 
and deaths which he may be called upon 
to suffer, he argues, "These light afflic- 
tions, which are but for a moment, are 
working for me. and for all the seuls I 
gather to the Cross from the streets and 
the lanes, from the brothels an«l the 
public-houses, or anywhere else, a far 
more exceeding and eternal weight o( 
glory;" but he is only able to argue thus 
so long as his inward eyes are open to the 
heavenly vision. As Paul says, ha must 
keep on looking "not at the things which 
are seen, but at the things which are not 
seen; for the things which are seen are 
temporal, but the things which are not 
seen are eternal." 

But What Comes of it All? 

Poor, self-seeking human nature aska, 
Who is benefited by the Martyr's career? 
When the Profit and Loss columns of hi» 
life are totalled up. will there be any 
balance on the Profit side as the outcome 
of his martyrdom? What service does 
the Martyr render to himself or to the 
race? 

1. He saves his soul. This is some- 
thing, and to those who have the good 
fortune of succeeding in it, it is a great 
deal. That was the light in which the 
Martyr looked at it. To him faithful- 
ness to conviction and duty, though it 
meant death and torture which was 
worse than death, signified the favor ol 
God, while unfaithfulness and the neglect 
of duty meant His anger and destruction. 
With him it was a real fight tor Eternal 
Life. 

Does any reader of this paper suppose 
that the times are so altered since the 
Martyr's days that there should be any 
method of gaining and keeping the ap- 
proval of Jehovah without doing His will: 
which, among other things, must mean 
the discharge of the duty he owes to the 
bodies and souls of the men around him? 
I hope not! For if he does, it seems to 
me, he will find himself to be wretchedly 
mistaken. There ia dealt out to every 
man a measure of grace, and to every man 
ia appointed a post of duty. He cannol 
keep the one without attending to the 
other. Every pith that leads to the gates 
of the City is, more or less, a Martyr's 
track. If he will reign with Christ, he 
must also suffer for His sake. 

2. The Martyr saves the souls of 
other people by the things he suffers. 
The sin of the race is unbelief. Not only 
unbelief in God, but in the reality of the 
faith of those who do believe in Him. 
The highest proof possible that man can 
give otthe genuineness and sincerity oJ 
nis belief is to testify to it with his blood. 
The Martyrs gave that proof, and by it 
multitudes were convinced and saved. So 
evident was this that it came to be a 
common saying in the world that "the 
blood of the Martyrs ia the seed of the 
Church." And when men live in the 
Martyr Spirit today, results similarly 
glorious and wonderful follow. The most 
effective publishers of Christianity are 
those who live it out and suffer on account 
of it. 

3. The Martyr ultimately wins the 
approval and admiration of ail the 
purest and best of beings of earth and 
heaven and everywhere else, whe hear or 
know anything about the atory of his 
Sacrifice. 

Whatever men may say now, h#wevei 
the world may sneer, or the wwldly- 
wise may pity, or the wicked may belie, 
or the infidel may detract, or the friends 
may blaspheme, the Martyr's career ia 
the only course which truth and benevol- 
ence and wisdom can travel. 

4. The Martyr Spirit will secure 
the highest reward that Heaven has 
to bestow— the everlasting friendship 
and fellowship of God. 

"BE THOU FAITHFUL 

UNTO DEATH 

AND 1 WILL GIVE THEE A CROWN 

OF LIFE." 
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EVERY simile employed by the Master to des- 
cribe His ineffable mission is striking and 
significant, but among them all there is none 
more all-embracing than the figure of the 
Divine declaration; "1 am the Light of the World." 
Ransack the libraries of civilization and search the 
etymologies of every tongue, and there can be found 
no one word which more completely conveys all that 
the Babe of Bethlehem and the Christ of Calvary 
means to the world than "light." 

Science and Scripture unite in placing light in a 
supreme place among the endowments of the universe. 
Light was God's first gift. Before He stretched the 
canopy of the sky, before He tipped the waters from 
His hand, before He lifted up the great hill, before 
He gave leaf to tree and green to award and life to a 
myriad creatures of wing, and fin, and foot; before He 
set the seal of His own image upon man, the master- 
piece of His creation, there thundered forth the man- 
date that penetrated the thick, black vaporous dark- 
ness wrapped around chaos and nothingness, and 
heralded every wonder yet to come: "Let there be 
light!" 

Light was the world's first step into being. It is 
the great primary source of all its growth and susten- 
ance. It holds in its glowing bosom every grace ^nd 
gift. It is power, and speed, and heat, and healing, 
and form, and color, and beauty, and life; and it is 
because of this we get some idea of the dazzling, all- 
efficient glories of the Saviour of mankind when we 
dwell upon the unalterable fact that "The Light of 
the World is Jesus." 

Light and Power 

1 want first to point out that light is power. For 
confirmation of this statement we have but to resort 
to the records of science regarding the sun, which 
makes our globe habitable and sustains its millions 
upon millions of living, breathing creatures, for one 
of our most learned scientists (Professor Langley) 
tells us that the coal fields of Pennsylvania alone 
could supply the needs of the United States for a 
thousand years, yet he claims that the heat produced 
would not exceed the amount thrown out by the sun 
in a thousandth part of a second. The scientist goes 
on to say that the portion of the sun's heat which is 
poured on our earth alone would be sufficient to drive 
five hundred and forty-three thousand millions of 
engines, each of four hundred horse-power. These 
are remarkable calculations — indeed, they are stagger- 
ing — but they give but a hint of the immeasurable 
heat concentrated in the sun. 

But how absurdly inadequate is any computation 
of a natural wonder when placed beside the gre-t 
Wonder-worker I I f we exhausted every figure possible 
to mathematics, and marshaled into service every 
adjective in all languages, we could not sum up the 
power of the "Sun of Righteousness," nor tell the 
miracles He has wrought. 

And so 1 see from tbis simile that Christ is the only 
power that can effectively deal with a cold and wicked 
heart. What is the problem of an arctic clime, or a 
cold house, or a frozen body beside the problem of a 
cold and hard heart? If your heart is a dead heart, 
if it is a wicked heart, if it is a despairing heart, then 
all the sunshine buried in the bowels of Pennsylvania 
and all the fires of joy that worldly amusements and 
earthly gain and physical indulgences could possibly 
light up could not bring one warm glow to your soul, 
or rekindle one ember amid. 

The Dead Ashes of Your Despair 

Mea whose lives evil habits have twisted and 
broken, men whoge inclinations turn to wrong-doing 
as the sparks fly upward, men who from childhood 
have struggled with sinful appetites — you think those 
blessed with better dispositions and more helpful sur- 
roundings know nothing of your conflicts, nothing of 
your bitter discouragements and heartrending defeats. 

During my last visit to the far West a man said 
lo me at the close of u meeting: "All that you say about 
childhood memories — a mother's prayers and Sab- 
buth-school days doesn't apply to me; never had any 
such days. I was born 'mid curses and blasphemy, 
and reared in infamy and shame. I can never remem- 
ber but once my mother being sober; my father died 
in jail. As a little lad of six I had to steal to keep 
alive, and was often made drunk for the sport of 
others before 1 was ten. Yet 1 have tried," he con- 
tinued. "Yea, there have been times when I have 
fought hard to cut loose from the awful sins that drag 
me down like a great chain, ever pulling me into Hell. 
What can help me? Where is there any hope? Some 
say, 'Sign the pledge' — no help there. Some say, 
'Get away into the country' — no help there, Some 
say, 'Form good resolutions' — no help there. Some say 
'Diet or doctor'- — no help there." 

Yes I When a man's heart is wicked he will do 



wickedly, no matter where he is, or who he is, or what 
he is. O poor sinner, listen to me while I tell you 
that Christ is your only hope! He alone can drive 
back your temptations. He alone can unhorse the 
sin that would ride you down. Fie alone can sharpen 
the battle-axe with which you shall fell armed abomina- 
tions — He who changed poor, despised drunken Bun- 
yan into a saint and a Christian hero. 

If yours is a sinning heart He alone can cleanse it. 
If yours is a proud heart Christ alone can humble it. If 
yours is a rebellious heart He alone can subdue it. 

1 tell you that the almost inestimable force stored 
up in the center of our solar system, the scientific 
calculation of which 1 have quoted, fades into nothing- 
ness when compared with the driving power of Jesus, 
the Light of the world. How far can He drive away 
a man's sins and his despair? "As far as the East is 
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from the West." Can you tell' me how far that is? 
No. Can any scientist, or mathematician, or geol- 
ogist, tell me how far that is? No. Well, that is 
just how far the power of the Sun of Righteousness 
will drive your sins away frorn you. 

Light ia Speed 

I want to point out the marvelous speed of light. 
When the history of our time is written, foremost 
among its achievements will stand the marvelous 
advances in traveling facilities. This is the age of 
"rapid transit," and men are scurrying across the 
continents, shooting through the bowels of the earth, 
and flying overhead with a velocity that our grand- 
parents would have looked upon as supernatural. 
But you cannot compare the speed of any mode of 
travel known to man with the bewildering pace of light 

The world we live in has a circumference of 25,000 
miles. How long do you think it would take light 'to 
make this tremendous journey? Would it take a day? 
Less than that. An hour? Less than that, A 
minute? Less even than that. The fact is that light 
would flash round the great globe of ours no teas than 
seven times In a second. 

Sound is a fast traveler — much quicker than sub- 
stance — but the speed of sound is not to be compared 
with the rapidity of light. When a gun is fired at a 
distance you see the flash before you hear the report. 
In an electric storm you see the lightning before you 
hear the thunder. This interval marks the greater 
time required by sound to reach the ear compared 
with the time required by light to reach the eye, 
Again a scientist gives us the best idea of this phen- 
omenon. Me tells us light travels from the sun to the 
earth in eight minutes, but if a man standing on the 
sun could blow a blast on a trumpet loud enough to 
be heard down here upon the earth, the sound would 
not reach us for fourteen yearsl So when God said, 
"Let there be light I" — in a flash there was light. So 
I learn from this simile that 



What a lot of waiting we have to do in this world! 
So many earthly blessings lose their charm through 
years of postponement. Sometimes the treasure 
longed for is tarnished or grown old before it ia ours; 
or our hearts are too sick with hope deferred to ap- 
preciate it when at last it stops at our gate. So it ia 
with our troubles. How very often we have had to 
struggle through the worst of the blow alone! Hus- 
band, or mother, or friend could not get to us, or 
possibly even know of the loss until the loved one 
was buried. But, oh, blessed be high Heaven, there 
is no waiting for Jesus I When the blow falls, while 
the storm is sweeping, as the grief-clouds break, Jesua 
is there — near. Not coming, but close beside us, for 
before we ask He answers; before we seek He is found 
of us. 

As I write upon this great and precious fact, 1 
pray, "O Lord, help me to remember it more and 
morel" The Divine nature is so great and so high, 
and the human is so small and failing that we are apt 
to think that they cannot touch each other at any 
point. I might have ever so many troubles, but they 
would never get to the White House, and there are 
multitudes in Great Britain whose distresses King 
George never heard of, but there is a Throne against 
which strike our most insignificant perplexities. What 
touches us touches Christ. ye who are in sorrow — 
be it through a newly-opened grave, or be it because 
you are wrongly oppressed and have nowhere to look 
for redress, or be it because of reverses in business 
which have made very existence a most awful struggle, 
or be it like a hunted bird you arc torn with shot of 
temptation and wounded and sick and scarred — let 
me tell you, Christ is near youl 

He Knows All About It 

In asking Him for help you have not to wait for 
a reply to your communication before you are sure 
it is received, as you would to a letter mailed to a 
friend in London. Christ knows too well how im- 
mediate are our needs to place Himself at a distance 
from us. He knows that life's sea is no common 
lake, but a great ocean, billowed up with trouble, 
and that we need Him, as the disciples did in the boat. 
He knows it is no sleeping in a soldier's tent with our 
arms stacked — it is a bayonet charge, and we want 
Him near at hand to ward off the blow with the Arm 
of His salvation. 

Oh, yes. Fie knows too well what it is to climb the 
mountain not to help ua up the steep; too well what 
it is to carry a Cross not to help us carry ours; too 
well how it feels to be persecuted, abused and wronged 
not to come quickly to the help of those who are 
imposed upon; too well what it is to be sick not to 
hover over the couch of those who suffer; yes, and 
knows too well what it is to die to ever leave us in 
that . last great extremity! Blessed JesusI Thou 
knowest it all. Seeing Thy wounded side, and Thy 
wounded hands, and Thy wounded feet, and Thy 
wounded brow, we are sure Thou knowest it all. 

Oh, when those on whose breasts we have wept 
out our griefs are snatched away from us, then that 
Hand which wipeth away all tears from all faces is 
near, to soothe our heart's agony, and when other 
lights go out and the world grows dark to ua, then 
Thou art near, making it, light at eventide I. 
Light For AIL 

Then 1 see that Jesus is the Light of the world — 
the whole world. He stretched out His arms so wide 
on Calvary that they embraced the whole world. In 
this life the rich have the best of everything- — ^beat 
houses, beat clothes, best bank accounts, best spread 
tables. At night-time they pass in and out of roorns 
ablaze with a thousand electric bulbs; they sit at tables 
with lights of every hue reflected in shining silver 
and sparkling decanter; they pass up and down ways 
made bright by huge chains of leaping dazzling arcs. 
But the poor, huddled in garret and crowded in cellar, 
ply their needle and thread to the uncertain flicker 
of a tallow candle, or divide their hard-earned bread 
among the pallid, puny children under the smoky 
furnes of an oil lamp. They live in ill-lighted dwellings, 
down narrow shadowed streets, and hundreds go blind 
through poor nourishment and insufficient light. Oh, 
when I think of it, my heart swells with undying 
gratitude that Jesus remembered the poor! He came 
down to share their lot. He was born in a stable. 
He was reared in a poor man's home. He wiped from 
His brow the sweat of hard toil. His hands were 
calloused from the use of the plane and the hammer. 
He pillowed His tired head upon a stone. His delicate 
form was chilled by the cold East wind. He was 
hungry for want of common bread. How glad 1 am 
that when He came down the steeps of Glory into 
earth's woc-bestricken darkness. He cams not only 
for the well-off, and the well-behaved, and the well- 
{Continued on page 16) 
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THE GRINDING OF THE MILLS 

In the following story it is revealed how, after twenty years, the diabolical plot of a revengeful girl came 
to light through the operations of the Women's Social Department.— St/ Major S, A. Church 
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The mills of Goi^ grind slowly, _ Now the girl Lizzie had watched all the two victims would recover, a sense of Now, you come right along with me and 

But they grind exceeding small." these goings on with a feeling of amused fear gripped the guilty girl. She was not tell that story to Edward." 

RUNS the old saying, and we see contempt. She had learned to love Mrs, at all sorry for what she had done, but The husband at first was horrified at 

Mcintosh as much as she detested Miss she began to have some idea of the con- the mere thought of his young wife plan- 
Ann and had been overheard to express sequences to herself if her deed was ning such a diabolical thing, and refused 
the wish that Edward would bundle his discovered. So she craftily cast about to believe the story, His sister, however, 
sister out of doors, bag and baggage, for some way of diverting suspicion from was firmly convinced that Mrs. Mcintosh 
When things turned out as they did, herself. was guilty and thought she was only 
therefore. Miss Ann made it as warm "I know what it was made you ill that doing her duty in trying to separate tlie 
for Lizzie as she could, finding more day," she remarked to Miss Ann, when two. So she returned again and again 
fault than ever with her and making life they were all alone in the kitchen one to the charge, threatening to take the 
almost unbearable for the girl. afternoon. matter to the courts if Edward did not 
Then it was that Lizzie's fine resolves "Oh. vnn Ar, rl« vmO" rf.nli'».H ^hf,^ drive the guilty woman away from the 



Sits truth exemplified in the lives 
of men and women around us. 
In the following story the reader 
will note that twenty years elapsed be- 
tween the committal of a crime and its 
confession by the miserable, heartbroken 
author of it. During all this period the 
innocent victim of the diabolical deed 
never ceased to pray that everything 
would be revealed in God's good time. 



d the sequel, which rivals anything to make good broke down, and a ,£unning J^jy 



'Oh, 



conceived of by writers of fiction, shows 
how marvelously the Holy Spirit works 
on the hearts and consciences of sinners 
to bring them to repentance and to cause 
earth's wrongs to be put right in answer 
to believing prayer. 

These are the remarkable facts recently 
brought to light through the Army's 
Inquiry Department — names and places 
only being altered for obvious reasons. 

In the spring of !897 Lizzie Martin 
arrived in Canada from England. She 
was a waif, picked up off the streets of 
London by a certain benevolent society, 
educated, and cared for in their home 
for several years, and then dispatched 
overseas. 

Most Rosy Hopes 

Lizzie certainly meant well at the 
start and went to the situation which 
had been found for her with the most 
rosy hopes. Her employer was a farmer 
named Edward Mcintosh, a fine young 
fellow, who had recently fallen heir to 
his father's farm, and lived on the old 
homestead near the village of Xville, 
with his widowed mother and maiden 
sister. 

The old mother had long ago given up 
attempting to run the household, and 
had surrendered the direction of every- 
thing to her strong-willed daughter. Miss 
Ann, who lost no time in impressing upon 
the girl that she considered her a lazy, 
good-for-nothing from the slums, who 
needed much training to be fitted for 
service on a farm. 

Lizzie endured much for the first few 
months, but being really anxious to 
make good , in the new country to which 
she had come, she kept her temper ad- 
mirably and tried to please her exacting 
mistress. 

Then the situation took a new turn. 
Edward Mcintosh one day suddenly an- 
nounced his intention of getting married. 
The young lady he had set his heart on 
lived some thirty miles away and he had 
seen her but rarely. He discovered, how- 
ever, that she reciprocated his affection, 
and they agreed to unite in wedlock. 
Brought Home Bride 

Shortly afterwards the simple little 
wedding took place, and Edward Mcin- 
tosh brought his bride to the old home- 
stead to live, little thinking of the trouble 
that was in store for them. 

It began from the moment the bride 
set foot in the home. Naturally she 
thought that she would be mistress there. 



and revengeful spite took possession of her. 

"I'll poison her," she whispered to her- 
self one night as she lay in her attic bed. 
"I'll get even with her for all she's done 
to me since I came here." 

The plan seemed easy of accomplish- 
ment. Every day at noon Edward Mc- 
intosh and his sister took tea together. 
The wife had latterly excused herself 



you do, do you?" replied that 
Well, this is a nice time to be 
telling one. Why didn't you give the 
information to the doctor?" 
"I was afraid," said the girl 
"Afraid of what?" 



'Afraid that no one would believe me fit of petty spite 



home. Lizzie repeated her evidence over 
and over, and every time Miss Ann dis- 
covered some additional fact to help 
establish its veracity. So at length 
Edward hesitatingly began to believe that 
his wife might have done the deed in a 



and that I would be turned away for 
telling lies about her," 

'About who?" 




but Miss Ann soon showed her that she have to strike down her master also, but 

had no intention of letting any one usurp so fiercely did the spirit of revenge burn 

her place. So there was a quarrel right within her that she was prepared to go 

away. The husband supported his wife,, all lengths in order to kill the hated 

of course, and for a time Miss Ann ap- enemy. 

parently gave way — with a very bad In the barn was a packet of rat poison, 

grace. It was a simple matter to secure a little, 

But it was impossible for her to remain drop it in the teapot, and cover it over 

in the second place in the domain long, with the tea leaves. When Miss Ann 

and in a few days the two women were and her brother took tea that day they 
at it, hammer and tongs, again. There 
were tears on the wife's part, a stern 

declaration from Miss Ann that no young so violently ill, that they had to take to 

creature was going to sit on her in the their beds. In great alarm Mrs. Mcln- 

house where she had been born and tosh dispatched Lizzie for the doctor, 

brought up, and a feeble protest from the who, on his arrival, pronounced it to be 

husband, which was interpreted by the a case of poisoning and at once proceeded 

sister as a complete surrender. to give an emetic. Thus the lives of both 

And such it appeared to be. for Edward were saved, 

had no more to say about the matter During the period of their suffering 

after that, leaving the two women to get and while the issue hung in the balance, 

along as best they could with each other, Lizzie experienced -a grim feeling of satia- 

The wife, having a gentle and loving dis- faction that at last she had squared 

position, did not care to be always dis- accounts with her enemy. It would have 

agreeing with the sister, and so, in the delighted her greatly to hear that Miss 

course of time things came back to the Ann had succumbed, 

old level. When, however, it became evident that 



Turning on her heel, she contemptuously swept from the room 

from this meal, preferring to eat and " 'Bout Mrs. Mcintosh." 

drink what she needed in her own room, "Now, look here. Lizzie, you just tell 

Here, then, was Lizzie's chance. me what you're driving at. What has 

In order to get at Miss Ann she would Edward's .wife got to do with it?" 



"Well, you know she hates you, don't 
you?" 

"What's that got to do with you?" 



Mrs. Mcintosh was then called in and 
before E.dward could say anything to her 
Miss Ann threw the accusation of poison- 
ing at her. Stung to the quick, Mrs. 
Mcintosh refused to make any reply 
whatever to the questions hurled at her, 
and turning on her heel, contemptuously 
swept from the room. 

This conduct was interpreted by Miss 
Ann as a certain sign of guilt. "The 
hussy is trying to brazen it out," she 
declared; "but. don't be deceived, Ed- 
ward, send her away at once, before she 
tries to poison us all again." 

And then. Oh. the tragedy of itl The 
wretched husband believed his wife guilty 
and took the counsel of his sister, 

A few months later a photo reached 
Edward Mcintosh, It was of his wife 
and a new-born infant. Accompanying 
it was a pathetic little note. "Dear 
Edward — will you not let me come back 
for the baby's sake? I am innocent of 
the crime you accuse me of. Please 
believe me." 

He never answered that appeal, 

• ♦ + ♦ » 

Almost twenty years went by. Then, 
in a Salvation Army Rescue Home in the 
Old Country, a poor unfortunate creature 
of the streets, who had professed con- 
version in one of the meetings, made a 
startling confession. This woman was 
Lizzie Martin. She had left the farm 
shortly after Mrs. Mcintosh had ' been 
Sent away, and, making her way back 
to Ejigland, had secured employment as 
a barmaid. Amid such surroundings her 
descent into infamy and vice was easy. 
Turned to the Arnay 

In her want and misery she turned to 
the Salvation Army, and a helping hand 
was extended to her. The Spirit of God, 
shut out so long from that hardened 
heart, now began to break down the 
barriers, and one evening poor Lizzie 
surrendered to the holy influences around 
her and sought God's pardon. 

She did not make much progress in the 
spiritual life, however, and it was evident 
that something was troubling her. The 
secret came out one day, when she con- 
fessed to the kindly Matron the story of 
her attempted crime. 

"Now I feel I must do my best to put 
the wrong right," she cried. "Please find 
out for me if Edward Mcintosh is still 
living at Xville, Let him know the truth 
so that he can do right by his wife, and 



"Oh, nothing, but I thought you'd be ask him. to forgive a poor, erring girl,' 



glad of a chance to get even with her, 
that's all." 

"What have you got to say about her?" 

' She poisoned that tea." 

"What!" 

"She sure did. I saw her put some 



remarked on the somewhat queer taste of that rat poison that's in the barn into 
of It. A little later both of them became the kettle. She thought no one was 

about, but I was looking through the 
window and 1 saw her do it." 

Depths of Wlckednesa 

"Lizzie, can you swear to that?" 

"I sure can." 

"Lands I I'd never have thought it of 
her, and her such an innocent-looking 
girl, too. Well, well, the depths of 
wickedness some folks will descend to. 
Ah I I see it all now. That explains 
why she left off drinking tea with me 
and Edward. Oh, myl and she tried to 
kill her own husband, too, Warited to 
get the farm, 1 suppose — the hussy. 



Thus it came about that the Army's 
Enquiry Department was requested to 
locate Mr. Mcintosh and inform him of 
the strange developments in the case. 

An Officer journeyed down to Xville 
and interviewed him as to his willingness 
to forgive Lizzie and take back his wife. 
He was dumbfounded at the turn events 
had taken, but expressed himself as very 
glad that his wife was not guilty after 
all of the horrid deed. As for the poor 
girl he freely forgave her for the wrong 
she had done, and wrote her to that 
effect. 

Mrs. Mcintosh was then communicated 
with and was delighted beyond measure 
to learn that the cloud of suspicion had 
at length been lifted from her. 

"For all these years," she said, "I have 
never ceased to pray to God that every- 
thing would come right in the end, and 
[ knew that He would answer my prayer 
in some way." 
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THE ARMY AND THE YOUNG 

(In these notes of a, brief address delivered during a demoiiati-QLion of Army opei'ationa Rjnoiit; Young 
People at the Royal Albert Hall, London, the General indicates the Army's attitude towardfe the risiiiB 
gsneration in every land. As in. all branches of Army Service, the supreme object is to win the child 
to a personal loyalty to Clirist, and then bo to train him that his witness and wofk may scours the Salvation 
and devotion of otliers to the same end.) 
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■ Y Dear Comrades and 
Friends,-I am glad to 
see you here this even- 
ing, and especially for 
this reason, that we shall attempt to 
set before you, by illustration and in 
spectacular form, some aspects of the 
Army's work for children and Young 
People. That work has already made very 
substantial progress in all the countries, or 
nearly all the countries, in which our Flag is 
flying. It is work carried on not only for the 
benefit of the children of our own people — of 
whom, of course, there are hundreds of thousands — ■ 
but it is organized on a distinctly aggressive plan 
by which wc are endeavoring to reach the outside 
children — the children and Young People who may 
besaid to beoutside the influence of anydefinite religious 
teaching. We are encouraged to seek the extension of 
this work not only here and in otHer Western lands, but 
in the East, and we are encouraged to this extension 
iefly because we have proved certain possibilities; that is 
say, that much of the work we are now doing has passed out 
of the experimental stage, and its aim s seen to be a possibility 
for all peoples. 
We have proved, to be- 
gin with, that the children 
may be saved by the grace 
of God. that they may be 
consciously born into the 
Kingdom of Christ, and that 
they may have for themselves 
the assurance of His favor and 
be kept in that state of Salva- 
tion by His power. 

We have proved th&t testi- 
monies of children to the power 
of Christ in their own lives 
make a special appeal to other 
children and to Young People, 
and that when they have that 
new life the witness of that life 
may be seen in all that pertains 
to childhood. Christ may be 
manifested in their play, in 
their school life, in their friend- 
ships, in all those associations 
which we comimonly attribute 
to childhood's years and. in- 
deed, Christ may be seen to 
come again in the form of the 
child and in the life of child- 
hood. 

We have proved that when 
the child age is past and the 
years of manhood and woman- 
hood are entered upon, life 
can be exalted — that it can be 
lifted up so as to be a life really 
after the pattern of Christ's 
own life Those years are ad- 
mittedly the most difficult years, 
at any rate, in these Western 
lands In those difficult years 
of adolescence, of changing into 
early manhood and maturity, 
Christ may become as really the 
dominating force, the controlling 
power, as in the later years. 
Oh, 1 do feel that nothing has 
proved of greater interest to my own spirit, to my own mind, than witnessing 
how the lads and the lasses, the youths and the maidens, may be truly pos- 
sessed by the Spirit of Jesua, and may manifest to those of older years that 
Christ can indeed be the King of our hearts, 

Well, we have seen this; we have proved it: it is going on all around us; 

it is a fact not only here in our own land, but is to be seen in the other lands. 

And we have proved that such Young People, as we designate them, 

can become powerful instruments in the hands of God to win their 

fellows, heginninf^ with their own furnilies. There tnust be many tlious- 








nds of Salvation Soldiers to- 
day, particularly in the Western 
countries, who have been won for 
God by their young folks, and 
often where mothers and fathers have 
not brought the little ones to Christ, 
the children have taken their place, and 
God's order has been strangely and yet 
beneficently transposed, and instead of the 
parents leading the children to God- — Oh, we 
have seen it again and again — the children 
have led the parents to Christ. 

All over the world, as I move about from lane 
to land, 1 see and hear of families, and sometimes 
groups of families, that have been brought to„God 
that have been shown the way of Life, that have 

been led into the Everlasting Paths by the children 
J^who have first found a living Saviour. 

Then we have proved that the children, and the 
Young People, can become, on their own account, soul- 
P winners; that, young as they may be, they can become an 
A important reinforcement of energy and confidence and life 
\y to our older forces. And 1 see everywhere signs of the in- 
e creasing volume of that strength in the enlargement of the 

Young People's hearts 
and minds, and in their 
devotion to the great 
business of making known 
the love and power of God. 
Depend upon it, when Jesus 
Christ said. 'Suffer the little 
children to come unto, Me, and 
forbid them not, for of such 
is the Kingdom of Heaven,' 
He was thinking not only of 
the Salvation of the children 
themselves, but He had in 
mind the mighty force that 
would be represented by their 
fervour and confidence and life. 
Many of you have not 
heard much of those wonderful 
religious movements of the past 
which were called the Crusades. 
The Crusaders were wonderful 
in their absolute negation of 
self. Mistaken as many of 
them were in object, the spirit 
which animated them was of 
the most marvellous and beau- 
tiful character. And amongst 
those Crusades none was more 
wonderful or beautiful than the 
Children's Crusade. Well, it 
seems to me, that here in The 
Salvation Army world we are 
showing again Bomething of that 
wonderful forgetfulneas of self, 
that abandonment of earthly 
gains and pleasures, when we 
flee the Young People stretching 
out their hearts and hands for 
the rescue of others. 

In these days when so much 
that is subversive of family life, 
of home life, indeed of honest 
life, is borne into the minds, 
and brought before the eyes of 
the young, I feel that The Army 
is rendering a service of immense 
value in thus moulding the lives of the Young People coming under its in- 
fluence. If our children fail, then the nation will fall, and The Army will 
— everything will fail, But if the children and young people can be led to God, 
then we shall have a glorious future. You Salvationists, do not be discouraged 
Go on, ever on, with your work. Rise up to be more desperate in your efforts 
to bring the children to Christ. He will help you. And if you, dear friends 
of The Salvation Army, can stretch out a helping hand, then we ask 
you to do it, and may God bless you all and pour out His grace upon 
the Young People of the world I 
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A TREASURY OF THOUGHTS, REMINISCENCES 

THE LIVES OF SALVAi 



THE word "Faithful" has been my motto, my 
inspiration, my buUseye. It was given to me 
by the Field Officer under whom I wa's a Soldier 
for a few months. I was a Candidate and he had 
an interview with me on the matter and spoke words 
that fastened themselves upon my memory and heart 
because he was a good man, a lover of souls and he 
was slowly but surely dying of consumption. Yet he 
fought with his weukncss and proclaimed the love of 
God to the souls of men. 

His words live yet, I can hear them now across 
the space of thirty-six years. "Sister Lee, 1 hope to 
meet you around the great white throne as one of the 
Faithful." His tones brought before me a vision of 
that white throne and the day when 1 should stand 
there. It was that vision that had led to my con- 
version, and here again the Holy Spirit brought it 
before me through the Captain's words. _ 

1 entered Training for Officership, and our Trammg 
Garrison Officer chose as the motto for our Home and 
the Cadets "Faithful," Again, when 1 became a 
Lieutenant 1 was awakened in the dead of the night 
and heard a voice "Be thou faithful unto death and 
[ will give thee a crown of life." So this word shines 
out still before me. It inspires me to sincerity, 
thoroughness, endurance, loyalty, holding on, stick- 
ing to it. 

This is something that is possible to the least of 
us — the mother behind the scenes, the workman, the 
suffering one. We may all hear the words of our 
Master, "Well done, good and faithful servant; thou 
hast been faithful over a few things, 1 will make thee 
a ruler over many things. 

Mrs. Lt.-Commissioner Rich, 



"Fret not thyself because of evil doers. Rest in the Lord 
and wait patienlly," (Paalm 37, 1.) 

LOOKING over the years as they have passed, 1 
am reminded of the goodness of God and how 
early in life, when especially tried, He came to 
me and blessed my soul, bringing rest and consolation. 
It was then this psalm brought comfort to my tried 
heart, and also through all the following chapters of 
my life, it has lifted me abov^ my surroundings and 
given me victory. 

Feeling very depressed in spirit through the fact 
that my character for integrity and righteousness 
had been assailed, and not knowing how to fight in 
this special cas'e, I sought God's help. I went to my 
chamber in prayer and upon my knees, asked His help 
and guidance. Then opening my Bible, this Psalm 
presented itself to my mind. Then, Oh, the joy that 
came thrilling my soul! 1 need not fight my own 
battle and could rest my case with God. knowing His 
promises were sure if I did my part. 

I can say now that I believe so long as we are faith- 
ful to the dictates of the Holy Spirit there will no 
calamity befall us but what is good for us, and He 
Who lives above will undertake our cause and watch 
over us. 

And now since thirty-eight years have passed by, 
1 still drink and quench my thirst at the same pool, 
knowing He doeth all things well. 

Mrs. Colonel Miller. 



TO my heart has come wonderful inspiration and 
great blessing through the inspired words that 
have fallen from the lips ojf.^ome of God's choic- 
est saints, but amongst the rhany there is one that 
stands out, yea, that burned its.,\yjay into my innermost 
soul, and was stamped indelibly upon my mind by 
the blessed Holy Spirit of God, Who inspired our' 
beloved Founder, many years ago, to send It broad- 
cast to all Salvationists as a motto for the New Year, 
it was just that little word "Others." Through all 
the years that have followed, the prayer of my heart 
has been for more and more of that beautiful spirit 
which possessed the heart of him who gave to us and 
across whose life was written that grandest of all 
New Year's mottoes, "Others." 

Mrs. Lt.-Colonel Coombs, 



AT times in my experience, when my faith was 
small, I would think of the worthy example 
of the fathers in olden times. Then 1 would 
read Hebrews II: 1-6. "Now faith is the substance 
of things lioped for, the evidence of things not seen," 



etc. That sort of faith converts cloudy castles into 
a perfect trust in God. Faith is also the test of things 
not seen by me. It brings out the things hoped for 
and gives them reality and movement in the hard and 
common ways of earth and time. 

Try if It works. Make a hallowed experiment 
with the powers of grace. Lord, help me to make the 
gracious test. Let me lay my all upon the venture 
and dare all in order that 1 may gain all. Let me 
sow well, and reap a bountiful harvest. 

Someone has written these words: "When I com- 
mit things unto the Lord the deposit is secure. The 
fruits I gathered yesterday are in His keeping. All 
my little victories are treasured in His remembrance. 
Nothing is lost, and the hopes that I have committed 
to Him will not fail. He holdeth my soul in life and 
in death, Thi? is the only way in which to interpret 
our life. We are stewards in everything; we own 
nothing as personal property; we have it as a sacred 
trust. Everything is given to us by the Lord and 
we are to use it in the service of His holy will." 

Mrs. Lt.-Colonel Phillips, 



"Only one intention, only one ambitioti, 
Lord at the eroaa I claim it mine. 
Every treasure apendins, in Thy cause contending, 
Held by the power of a love like Thine." 



the 

has 



THE above chorus was a great favorite m 
earlier days of my Army career, and It 
proved a great inspiration and blessing all the 
way through. 

It hardly seems possible that the first coKimission 
I received was dated November 1887, this making 
me a Cadet, and authorizing me to take my stand by 
the side of Captain Florence Viner (long since promoted 
to Glory) in the Napanee Corps. 

What oceans of discouragements, temptations and 
struggles one has had to wade through to be able to 
continue faithful in the one intention as at first adopted. 

I would like to quote the Psalmist David, who 
said, "One thing have I desired of the Lord, that 
will I seek after." St. Paul exclaimed, "This one 
thing I do," etc., and we have no example presented 
to us that is more brilliant in this regard than that 
of Jesus when He said, "I have finished the work 
which Thou gavest me to do." Truly He had only 
one ambition, and this was carried out to the very 
end. 

To succeed in the Army there must exist a fixed- 
ness of purpose, for a double minded man or woman 
will not go very far; they cannot stand the wear and 
tear of Army warfare, 

"Every treasure spending, in Thy cause con- 
tending," or striving. Contending is a strong word, 
contending for the faith, as did the Martyrs, sealing 
it with their own blood, 

"Held by the power of a love like Thine." 

Here is the secret of a faithful adherence to first 
principles not held by rank, office, or position, though 
these all may be appreciated and valued because of 
the Influence they give for serving those for whom 
Christ died. 

"Held by the power of love." But for the 
inspSiration of love that was made manifest by His 
pattern. His life and His cross, we should have failed 
and proved to be rank cowards long, since,, but being 
held b^y^^i^is power, by His manifold grace bestowed, 
it can bd'^said' that 1 have continued until this day, 
and desire above Ifll else to go all the way, 

*''■ Brigadier A. Goodwin. 



THROUGH a Christian's pilgrimage in this world 
many are the things he hears and sees, a large 
number of which fly from his memory in a very 
short time. However, there are those things, both 
seen and heard, which remain with us and which we 
recall ever and anon, and which are as fresh as if they 
happened but yesterday. There are remembrances 
which we wish we could banish from our minds alto- 
gether, but there are those which are ever urging us 
to fight onwards towards the distant goal — our peace 
and happiness in the life to come. 

It is over thirty-five years ago since I heard the 
late Commissioner Howard give an address on "En- 
couragement." One thing he said during the course 
of his address was, "Never step out of the train while 
passing through a tunnel." He explained that the 
train would soon appear in the sunshine again. He was 
trying to Impress on the young Officers not to get 



We have asked several well known Wo 
us the sayings or watchwords which hayenl 
have helped them over stiles, or pushed tHej 

The responses are interesting and ir«| 
Words," while the scraps of mental and;J| 
them give glimpses into chapters often leftj* 
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MRS. LT.-COMMISSIONER RICH At 
OF THE CANADi 

1. Mrs. Lt.-Col. Phillipa, 2. Mrs. Lt.-Col.l 
5. Mrs. Colonel Miller, 6. Mrs. Lt.-Commissioil 
Sims, 9. Mrs. Brigadier Whatley, 10; Brigadier?!^ 

•t-t a--- -!":■■:■ , , ., = 

discouraged and lose heart when passing throughl 
dark and trying experience as it would only la«t 
a short time, then the darkness would disappear afta 
they would then be able to see the silver Hmng.;!ij 

The Tempter is always waiting to see if we "a 
weak and feel like giving in, because as I heard a mil 
say once, "The Devil can always paint -a very fii) 
picture with wonderful promises all around it whS 
he sees one of God's saints downhearted and Ql| 
couraged." 

The words of Commissioner Howard have help 
me many times during the years of my OfficerjnJ| 
when perhaps In some lonely corner, with not mil! 
around to cheer me, feeling very di3couraged;'^]BtB 
asking myself if it is worth while? 

1 remember on one occasion in my experiericeiij? 
particular, I had just farewelled from a very diffic'uli 
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ilNCIDENTS INTIMATELY CONNECTED WITH 
ARMY OFFICERS 



atf Officers of Western Canada to give 
__ecial influence on their lives, or which 
i^h crises. 

Jld furnish a real chapter of "Golden 
^experience and testimony which link 
^re conventional autobiographies. — Ed. 
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)ING WOMEN STAFF OFFICERS 
TERRITORY 

Is. Brigadier Park, 4. Mrs. Brigadier Dickerson, 
\ 7, Mrs. Lt.-Col. Coombs, 8. Mrs. Brigadier 
' M, 11. Brigadier Goodwin. 
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Officer. It opened up new opportunities and wider 
fields of experience that have been valued ever since. 
What a chance 1 have had of helping others who have 
been passing through very much the same experience. 
"The clouds are only the dust of His feet." Bless 
His dear name! He is in the chariot with us while 
we are passing through the clouds and His grace is 
sufficient at all times. How beautiful to realize that 
we can always go back to the old wells, where the 
waters are sweet and get our strength renewed. Joy 
will come to our hearts to see those whom God has 
helped us to win for Him amongst the number when 
the saints come marching in. Let us press forward 
to the mark of our high calling. 

Mrs. Brigadier Whatley. 



IN thinking over words that have helped me, one 
could recall many instances where words of songs 
and other verses have been an inspiration in daily 
Christian experience. , 

An old hymn that has been aung for years and la 
still sweet and fresh to-day, was made a great blessing 
to me at the beginning of my Christian experience. 

The words referred to are found in the Salvation 
Army Song Book and the first verse reads as follows; 
"I am Thine, O Lord, I have heard Thy voice. 

And it told Thy love to me, ^ 

But I long to rise in the arms of faith 
And be closer drawn to Thee." 
From childhood I was brought up as a Methodist, 
but the time came when the Spirit of God took hold 
of me, and I was led to seek Christ as my personal 
Saviour and friend. 

The week following this experience I attended a 
Class Meeting in the Church, and this hymn was sung 
and it brought such a blessing to rny young heart 
that I have never forgotten it. It is still fresh in 
my memory to-day. All along my Christian journey 
1 have loved these words. Each of the verses of the 
hymn bring blessing fresh and real every time they 
are sung. Especially do 1 like the third verse, the 
words being: 

"Oh the pure delight of a single hour 
Which before Thy Cross I spend, 
When I kneel in prayer, and with The* my God, 
I commune as friend with Friend." 
To have communion with Him brings us to rich 
and precious moments. To realize that we can all 
meet around the Mercy-Seat and commune with Him 
as friend with Friend brings His presence nearer, 
and do we not realize that His promises are true and 
that as we draw nearer to Him He also draws near to 
us and never disappoints. 

Oh, may we always be in tune, so that there shall 
not be any interrupted communion with our Lord 
and Master, Jesus Christ! 

Brigadier Annie Park. 



and had been promised something better, but 

unforeseen circumstance intervened, and I was 

_ to go to a Corps which was worse than the 

|1 had just left. At first 1 said in my heart, "No. 

not go and face this struggle again," but after 

and talk with the late Commissioner Mc- 

who was there at the l;ime, and a good niglit's 

, the clouds seemed to lift in the morning. Within 
' hours 1 was in the train that would take me to 

where I was appointed. 1 soon had to face 

j-new difficulties, the worst of all being the awful 
xmess, having no companions, but 1 was quite 
and felt it was just where God wanted me to 
ilnitead of staying six weeks, as previously ar- 
pd, 1 stayed there over twelve months and it 
out to be one of my best God-given appoint- 
during the fourteen years 1 spent as a Field 



"If Thou should'st call me to resign 
What most I prize, it ne'er was mine ; 
1 only ylold Thee whul is Tliino— 
Thy will ba done." 

OFTEN, in my early days of Officership, 1 sang 
those beautiful words, so descriptive of conse- 
cration full and complete! Little did I dream 
then, however, how severely I was to be put to the test 
along just those lines; and what a special, precious 
comfort that verse would prove to me. 

Following my first sad bereavement, in the passing 
away of my dear husband, my little boy Alec, gave 
promise of becoming a useful and honored worker in 
God's great vineyard; and nothing could have satis- 
fied the longings of my heart more than his life should 
be full of thought for others, as he grew through divine 
grace, to be worthy of influencing many precious lives 
into the Kingdom of God. 

Some years later, having had to suffer the disap- 
pointment of' another severe parting, through my 
grief came the words of this old hymn like a healing 
balm — 

"1 only yield Thee what is Thlne— 
Thy will be done." 

1 realized then that the flower that 1 had so much 
prized on earth had only been transplanted to God's 
garden above, where it would eternally bloom; and the 
fragrance of the short life so beautifully lived here, 
was so interwoven into my own being, that it has given 
me a greater capacity to sympathetically understand 



and enter into the deep places of the hearts where 
sorrow lies; and so 1 rest assured in the thought that 
"He who is too wise to err, and too good tobe^.un- 
kind," knows just what is best for each one. 

BEST 

Mother, I see you vrith your nursery light. 
Leading your babies, all in white. 

To their sweet rest; 
Christ, the Good Shepherd, carries mine tonight. 

And that is best. 

1 cannot help tears when I see them twine 

Their fingers in yours, and their brigjht curls shine 
On your warm breast. 
But the Saviour's is purer than yours or mine. 
He can love best. 

You tremble each hour because your arms 

Are weak; your heart is wrung with alarms 

And sore opprest: 
My darlings are safe, out of reach of harm 

And that is best. 

You know over your* may hang even now 
Pain and disease, whose fulfilling slow. 

Naught can arrest. 
Mine in God's gardens run to and fro, 

And that is best. 

You know that yours, your feeblest one 

And dearest, may live long years alone, 

Unloved, unblest. 
Mine entered on eternal years. 

Oh, how much the best. 

But grief is selfish; I cannot see 

Always why I should stricken be. 

More than the rest: 
But I know that, as well as for them, for me 

God did the best. 

With the thought of the resurrection, to any who 
arc burdened with grief or sorrow, let us look away 
from the gloom of the grave, to the glorious, eternal 
life beyond; and if only while we are going through the 
shadows, we may learn to say these words, which have 
become my daily prayer — - 

"Oh, teach me from my heart to say, 
Thy will be done!" 
our Gethsemanes will bring us closer to Him, and in- 
crease our faith in His all-wise and loving guidance, 
and care of those who trust Him I — 

Brigadier Mrs. Payne. 



WHEN but a girl in my early teens an evangelist 
came to the small Ontario town in which I 
lived and I attended the services conducted 
by him. Brought up to attend Church and Sunday 
School I thought myself all right, and rather pitied 
people who were not religious. After listening to the 
pleading of the visitor and the manner in which he 
told the story of the Cross, 1 felt all my own righteous- 
ness leave me and 1 was a sinner. I had been happy 
and joyous up to this time, and very contented with 
my mode of living, and could not understand why 
this change sho^ild come over me, which made me 
weary and tired of life. Although only a girl I felt 
weary of everything and the things which previously 
had given me pleasure failed completely. 

i was in this condition of mind when in one of those 
special meetings the leader invited all to join in a 
verse, and then very carefully and feelingly lined out; 

"Come, Oh come to Me, weary and heavy-laden," 
While joining in the singing, still with a heavy heart, 
a voice whispered "That means you. Yes, you are 
to come." 1 believed that it meant me, and yet how 
1 was to come was more than I could understand, 
so for some time I groped in darkness, yet constantly 
heard that invitation ringing in my thoughts — "Come, 
Oh come to Me." 

About this time my parents moved to Cornwall, 
Ont., and with my motlier I attended the Salvation 
Army Meetings. Oh, how happy the Soldiers seemed 
to be, and how wretched 1 was. Testimonies were 
given, people spoke of finding peace and rest after 
coming to Jesus, but such testimonies only deepened 
my gloom. Oh, how 1 longed to find rest and how 
1 longed to know how to accept the invitation that 
{Conlinued on page 14) 
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A QUEER BARGAIN WITH GOD 



Some Intimate Reminiscences from the early experiences of a Staff-Officer 

now stationed in Canada — By D. 0. Joy, 




BANG! Bang! Bang! The noise 
came across the fields, softened 
by distance, but still unmistakably the 
boom of a big drum. 

Two boys, trotting along a shady 
Old Country lane, one of them care- 
fully guarding two or three birds' eggs 
which he carried in his cap, suddenly 
stopped. '"Jack, what is it?" one of 
them said, and then they both list- 
ened intently. This time the faint 
sound of mai-tial music was carried 
to their ears and still the throb of the 
di'um could be heard. 

With one accord the boys started to 
i-un. Scrambling through hedges and 
across ditches is not very good treat- 
ment for clothes, but what did that 
matter? Jack and Bob were more in- 
terested in discovering what this new 
excitement could be than in taking 
care of their clothes. As they ran, the 
sounds became clearer and they could 
hear singing and then a voice speak- 
ing. 

All the Population Out 

In the village street a strange sight 
met their eyes; it seemed that the 
whole population of the neighboi-hood 
had turned out to see the spectacle. 
Jack, determined to miss nothing, be- 
gan to wriggle his way through the 
crowd, and soon, by dint of much 
pushing and squirming he found him- 
.self in the front row, where he could 
see everything, and queer things there 
were to see, or so he thought. Half 
a dozen men with red jerseys and 
Cunny caps; two or three women with 
odd-shaped bonnets; a red and blue 
flag with the words "Salvation Army" 
and a yellow star in the centre. Not 
very much, but enough to make a 
small boy open his eyes in wonder- 
ment and surprise; enough to create 
great excitement in this little Nor- 
folk village away in the Old Country. 

One of the men was talking now — 
something about loving Jesus and 
serving Him. Jack didn't understand 
very much of what was being said, 
but still he was interested. Soon af- 
terwards the Salvationists finished 
their Meeting and went on their "way. 

Perhaps it see'-'ned to them that 
nothing much had been done in that 
little village, miles away from every- 
where, but in Jack's heart there was 
one fixed ambition. He wanted noth- 
ing so much as to be a Salvation 
Army Captain and talk in the Open- 
Air Meeting, He had not the least 
idea what it meant, or how he would 
manage to accomplish this desire, but 
he heard a still small voice saying that 
one day he would be dressed like that 
Captain and would be telling of the 
love of Jesus. 

Determinatiori Faded 

The years passed and Jack's deter- 
mination faded a little. He had not 
forgotten it but it was not the all- 
possessing idea that it had been once 
upon a time. 

When he was somewhere about fif- 
teen years old his grandmother, with 
whom he lived, moved away from the 
little village where all Jack's boyhood 
flays had been spent, and went to re- 
.side in a small seaside village on the 
coast of Norfolk. Here it was that 
Jack was again brought into contact 
vvith the Salvation Army. 

One evening, while Jack was stand- 
ing outside his home, he heard strains 
of mu!5ic in the distance and then 
there came around the corner a little 
company of Salvationists. At sight 
of their happy faces and at the sound 
of the tambourine jingling. Jack felt 
all the old-time longing and ambition. 
Sheepishly looking around to see if 
any of his chums were about he turn- 
ed and followed the march to a yard 
where a Meeting was to be held, for 
this was the first visit of the Army 
to this place. Standing at the back of 



the group of people he listened to the 
singing and the talking, but in the 
Prayer-Meeting which followed he 
would not kneel down; something, 
pride or perhaps stubbornness, forbade 
him, and he stood bolt upright until 
the end of the Meeting, looking 
straight in front of him. The Captain's 
pleading had no effect on him. (And 



stand it no longer. After the Meeting 
was over he made his way down, to 
the water's edge. Walking across the 
firm, hard sand, he started to think 
and then it was that an idea came to 
him. He would put it off — he would 
not be converted until a definite pe- 
riod was completed. He would make 
a bargain with the Lord. 




Standing there with the star studded sky over him, and the quiet little 
waves splashing at his feet, he spoke to the Lord. 



by the way, it may be of interest to 
readers to note that this same Cap- 
tain is now Mrs. Brigadier Sheppard 
of Detroit, U.S.A.) 

Jack knew that he ought to have 
gone out to the Penitent-Form; he felt 
miserable, unhappy. He knew that 
something was wrong, and that the 
only way to put it right was to con- 
fess his sins, few and boyish though 
they were at the time. 

>right after night he found himself 
following the Army. In some way or 
other his chums heard that he went 
there and some of them came with 
him. One by one they found Salva- 
tion and still Jack was obstinate and 
would not yield. 

And then one night he felt he could 



Standing there, with the star-stud- 
ded sky over him, and the quiet little 
waves splashing at his feet, he spoke 
to the Lord: "If you will spare me for 
another five years," he said, "at the 
end of that time I will come to You, 
and ask pardon for my sins. But, in 
the meantime, I'll have my fling, and 
have a good time." With these words 
Jack turned from the whispering sea 
and went towards his home, feeling 
that he had done a great thing. 

The years passed and' Jack forgot 
all about his bargain with the Lord, 
although every Sunday night he went 
to the Army Hall which had been 
opened in a nearby town. Often he 
saw the little Open- Air march go by; 
he heard the Comrades singing; he 
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An Easter Message 


to All Believing Souls 




Whither, mourners, do ye go, aweel 


No mournful plaint should fill the 


air, 


balms and unguenls bearing? 


but Hallelujahs ringing; 




Why to (he tomb your footsteps bend, 


The busy world will pause to hear 


the 


forth from the city faring? 


music of your singing, 




He is not there. come away, 


He Is not there, come awau. 




For in the dawning of the day, 


For in the dawning of the day. 




Christ has risen, 


Christ has risen. 




Mo tears of grief befit you now, nor 


Christian souls ia^e up the song. 


due 


hearts with anguish aching; 


worship to Him giving; 




Sec the fair garden smiles again, the 


Not a dead Christ do We adore, but 


one 


Easier morn is breaf^ing, 


for eoer liuing. 




He is not there, come away. 


He is not there, come away, 




For in the dawning of the day, 


For in the dawning of the day. 




Christ has risen. 


Christ has risen. 





saw his old companions, all looking 
so happy and wearing uniform. Oc- 
casionally he heard that one or other 
had gone into the Training Garrison, 
but never once did he have any de- 
sire to offer himself. 

He enjoyed life. He was a happy- 
go-lucky young fellow and he "had 
a good time," although he was by no 
means a bad boy. He still lived with 
his aged grandmother. In her eyes 
Jack was perfection, and really he 
was a good boy to her. 

The Time Had Come 

And then one night while he was 
in the Meeting he was convicted of 
sin, and knew that he would have to 
give himself to the Lord. The time 
tov the fulfilment of the bargain with 
the Lord was at hand. He struggled 
against conviction for a weary, miser- 
able fortnight. None of his chums 
knew what was the matter with him. 
He did not let anyone know of his 
feelings. However, one night, directly 
the invitation was given he rose and 
w&nt to the Penitent-Form, where at 
once he knew his sins were forgiven. 
The peace and joy that filled his heart 
was a wondei'ful revelation to Jack 
and it seemed that he was walking on 
air. 

And great was the joy in the hearts 
of the Comrades, for Jack was the 
first seeker they had seen for three 
years. Things had been very difficult 
with them, although souls had been 
saved during the first two years of 
the Army in the litttle village. 

As Jack went home that evening, 
thinking of the marvellous things 
which had come to pass and the won- 
derful change that had taken place in 
his soul, he suddenly realized that the 
Lord had kept him throughout the 
years of his perverseness and had at 
last brought him to a realization of 
himself, and then he knew that his 
boyish dream must one day come true, 
and he would have to be a Salvation 
Army Officer. But the fight was hard. 
He did not want to give himself up 
for Officership. 

The Turning Point 

A visit from the Divisional Com- 
mander's wife, however, proved the 
turning point. Through a strategic 
movement on the part of the Cap- 
tain, Jack had an interview with the 
visitor who persuaded him to apply 
for acceptance, and after much fight- 
ing against the will of God, Jack at 
last yielded, although he decided to 
wait for twelve months before enter- 
ing Training, as it was his desire to 
know more of the Army. He still felt 
that his first decision had been made 
many, many years before. 

Opportunities for service in this 
little Corps and Outpost were great, 
and one of Jack's duties was to lead 
the Sunday night Meeting at another 
Outpost, which was a veritable "hard 
nut." Jack's heart was gladdened and 
he was greatly encouraged because, 
on the occasion of his first Meeting — 
this also being the first Meeting he 
had ever led by himself — a kd, who 
had been a backslider for a long time, 
returned to the Fold, and has .since 
served for many years as a Local 
Officer and Bandsman in the North of 
England, 

All these things helped Jack, and 
after his year of self-appointed pro- 
bation, he felt more prepared, and 
quickly said farewell to his home and 
friends, and started on his life-work. 
^ That he has remained true to hifi 
"call" IS borne out by the fact that 
Jack is now a Staff Officer in the 
Army, and ample verification of this 
story would_ be given on application 
to "Jack" himself, who is none other 
than Brigadier E. J. Pinchen, Resident 
Secretary for Immigration at Mon- 
treal. 
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"THE GARDEN AND THE GRAVE" 



An address given by the Commissioner at the Memorial 
Service for Mrs. Lt.-Colonel Taylor 

Noia in the filacc where He was crucified there was a gai-den; and in the garden a new sepulchre, wherein was never man yd. laid." — John 19;4i . 

Visit the garden often. When the days are lonely, visit 



WHAT a mystery sorrow and bereavement is! It has 
sorely tried the faith of the people of God in all 
ages. But the mystery will be revealed when 
"The morning breaks and the shadows flee away." 

The effect of sorrow is twofold. Some emerge from it 
purified; ennobled with a greater sweetness of character 
and with a stronger faith. Others are submerged by it. 
All the sweetness of life is des- 
troyed. Faith is turned to doubt, 
bringing darkness, bitterness and 
rebellion against the Will of God, 
Are not these two experiences 
largely determined by the attitude 
of the mind, the will, the soul of 
the sorrow stricken one, towards 
the unexpected sorrow? 

"Now in the place where He was 
crucified there was a garden ; and in 
the garden a new sepulchre, wherein 
was never man yet laid." — John 19:41. 

Some in their sorrow see only 
the grave, while others see the 
new grave and the garden. 
Surely it is this that makes all the 
difference. 

We laid a dear one to rest 
yesterday, in a new grave, but 
the grave is in the midst of a 
Garden. What a wonderful gar- 
den it is! Come, let us visit it 
together. What perfume! What 
variety! What profusion! 

There are roses, such roses. 
Red and white. Red, the sac- 
rificial color. The life laid to 
rest in this garden was founda- 
tioned on sacrifice, that is why its 
influence was so great and far- 
reaching. 

White roses, emblematic of 
purity. Purity of heart, of life, 
of purpose, it is all here. These 
silent lips preached purity on the 
street, on the platform, in the 
home, and they will go on preaching it. 

Near the rose trees, lifting up their little faces only a 
few inches from the ground, the simple flower we call Hearts- 
ease is flowering. Heartsease. Ease of heart! Yes, this 
life brought ease of heart to many burdened neighbors. 
Men broken on the wheel of life, mothers brokenhearted over 
wayward daughters, the wayward daughters themselves, 
young mothers for whom selfish husbands had turned life 
into drudgery, all found their way to this great soul and all 
found heartsease. 

Yonder is a border of Forget-me-nots. They speak of 
many unremembered, or at least, half-forgotten kindnesses. 
The sick child who must be visited. The old comrade, 
who must be cheered. The lonely one, who must not be 
allowed to think she is forgotten. Just the kindly acts of 
a practical and yet sympathetic soul, but acts that will 
never be forgotten. 

Over against the wall, standing like soldiers, are the 
Hollyhocks. They speak of the soldier-like qualities, cour- 
age, ready obedience, war, devotion to a great cause, which 
strikes out all thought of self. Yes, the Hollyhocks grow 
splendidly in this garden. 

You will find many other flowers in this garden, some 
new variety on almost every visit. 
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LT.-COMMISSIONER CHAS. RICH, 
Territorial Commander, Canada West 



When the nights are unending, visit the garden 
"I'm nearer God'sjheart in a garden. 
Than anywhere else on earth." 

There was One who loved to call Himself "Son of Man," 
and whom we call "Brother born for Adversity," "Friend 
that sticketh closer than a brother," who. when His great 

agony was upon Him, went to a 
Garden to pray, and weeping 
Mary found her lost, but our 
risen Lord in a Garden, It was 
the Garden of the new sepulchre. 
You will be sure to find Him in 
your garden. 

But wait! before we leave the 
Garden, there is another flower 
we must speak of. Do you see it 
growing in such rich profusion, 
with such brilliance of color? It 
is the Daffodil. Daffodils, speak- 
ing of Spring; Spring, speaking of 
Resurrection; Resurrection speak- 
ing of reunion. Everywhere a 
Garden and nowhere a Grave. 

Now the air is full of music 
like the sound of a mighty anthem ; 
solo voices with their directing 
messages are heard. 

"If a man die shall he live again?" 
"I am the Resurrection and the Life, 
"Because 1 live ye shall live also, 
"Let not your heart be troubled, 
"In my Father's house are many 

Mansions. r 
"I heard a great voice saying, God shall 

wipe away all tears, 
"There shall be no more death, for the 

former things are passed away. 
"Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!" 

I am glad we saw the Daffodil, 
Did I say there was a wall to 
that garden? It was a mistake; 
there is no wall to such gardens I 
All who will may visit it. There 
is a Valley in Rumania, where 
the Roses grow in such luxuriance, 
that it does not matter when 
you visit it, the air is heavy 
with the scent of roses. Those who linger in this Valley of 
Roses can always be detected, for when they leave they 
carry with them the scent of the roses. So shall it be with 
all those who visit this garden. 

God has made us all gardeners. He put Adam into the 

Garden "to dress and keep it." Even after Adam was 

"driven from the Garden," he still had to "till the ground." 

What are we doing with our Garden? You and I? 

Shall we look at some of them? 

Look at this one. It gave promise of becoming a beau- 
tiful garden. Its gardener had great plans and high ideals, 
but it has all gone to waste. The early promise has not 
been maintained. This is evidently the Garden of a young 
gardener, who early in life got a vision of what life ought to 
be, of what life could be, but something has clouded the 
vision. I wonder what has become of the young gardener? 
Other pursuits, or are they pleasures, have taken hold of him. 
Can we get him back to his garden tonight? "In the midst 
of the garden a grave." But what a garden in which to 
be buried! What a place for friends to visit! "Of all sad 
words of voice or pen, the saddest of all, it might have been." 
Here is another garden. This has been a wonderful 
garden. Abundance of flowers everywhere. No one passed 
[Conlinucd on pagi 15) 
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The "Light of the World'' 
on the Banks of the Skeena 

A graphic description of what 

Christ means in the lives of 

our Native Comrades 

By 

COMMANDANT LILLIE BRYENTON 
Glen Vowell. B.C. 

THE courage, devotion and fortitude 
of our Native comrades in th^ 
presence of suffering and death is remark" 
able, and the longer I live among them 
the greater becomes my admiration for 
these splendid people. 

Come with me. We approach a little 
log shack in which, seated on boxes on 
either side of the room are two Native 
Comrades, Mark is nearly, if not quite, 
seventy; Mabel is- decidedly over seventy. 
Her white hair frames a face in which 
courage and endurance are shown, and 
which speaks of a simple faith in our 
"Beautiful Christ." 

Singing and Praying 
They are singing and quietly praying 
with themselves. Mark is blind, and 
almost stone-deaf, yet his eyes are open 
to the glories of that Land of which they 
sing, as you can readily see if you watch 
the expression of that face lit by no earth- 
glow. His ears, too, must be open to the 
voice of his Saviour, else how comes that 
calm of spirit? His hearty laugh is 
cheering and his welcome warrn enough 
to make one want to drop in very often, 
and receive, as well as give, cheer and 
courage to meet with new zest the weary 
fret of life in a small place. 

The scene changes. In his eagerness to 
bear his share of life's burden of daily 
work he has taken his axe and gone to 
the woods at the back of his home to cut 
down a tree for firewood. The tree falls, 
a branch which his dear old hands have 
not felt comes crashing down upon his 
arm, tearing the flesh from the forearm 
and cutting to the bone, which it shatters 
in six different places from wrist to elbow. 
A neighbor hears his cry of pain and 
rushes to his aid, while his grandson 
Solomon runs hurriedly to the Officer's 
Quarters and calls Captain and Mrs. 
Houghton, who together administer first- 
aid very cleverly, putting the arm in an 
cas}' position for the doctor, who arrives 
just as night settles in. 

Secures a Team 
The roads are terrible! See the car 
try to climb that hill and then run back I 
Back to Glen Vowell runs the anxious 
chauffeur. He hastily secures a team 
and with this manages to bear our aged 
friend to the Hospital, where he is placed 
under the care of Doctor Petrie, who 
wonders at and admires the calm patience 
of the aged sufferer. 

Through the necessary amputation he 
maintains the same fortitude which has 
characterised him during all his suffering. 
The writer will bear through life the 
memory of the placid submission on the 
sufferer's face as he lay in that hospital 
where everything that human care could 
do to alleviate suffering was kindly and 
patiently done, in spite of the handicap 
of blindness, deafness and language. But 
the care and attention was of no avail. 
"The spirit of our brother Mark went to 
be in the land where the deaf shall hear 
and the blind shall see. 

The following day we laid away the 
remains of one of God's brave warrior- 
Salvationists — just the outer shell of the 
conquering spirit of our Comrade Mark 
Green. 

His great desire was to die in Glen 
Vowell. God granted this last request, 
for, borne by his friends in a sleigh, he 
just came to the outskirts of the village 
when God took him to that beautiful 
Home beyond sorrow and suffering. 
Was Sinking Fast 
Three days before his death a report 
had reached his aged wife that he was 
.sinking fast. Captain Houghton had just 
arrived from Hazelton over almost im- 
passable roads, and was seated at supper 
when a noise was lieard. "What is that 
tap-tapping sound outside?" 

And then we soon found out. Dear 
old Mabel had feebly made her way over 
the ice and, rapping on the sidewalk had 
actually reached the door of the quarters 
to inquire of the Captain if he had seen 
Mark and how her beloved really was. 
Quite satisfied with a good report she 
made her way home again, stopping 
occasionally to rest and gain strength for 
another effort. 

[Continued on page .16) 



Mounting Upward With Christ 
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*Mf ye thtn be rieen with Chriat, seek thosr 
things which are above, where Christ sitteth 
the right hand of Cod." (CalaaAiana 3; I) 




THIS exhortation of St. Paul's is based on the precious truth 
that Jesus is risen from the dead. We can see where the "If' 

comes in, It is not only that Christ is risen, but "if ye be 
risen with Him." To those who have this experience, this appeal 
to keep looking upward is addressed. "If ye then be risen with 
Him, seek those things which are above." 

How true is the thought we sometimes express that individuals 
cannot rise higher than themselves unless attached to sonneone or 
something of a higher vision. So let us rejoice and give praise that 
Jesus, our great Ideal and Example, conquered the grave and is 
ever living to guide us upward into newness of life, and to deliver 
from the mire of sin's cesspool, those dead in trespasses and sins. 

This is illustrated by a story told me a few years ago by a lady 
with whom I chanced to travel. When going through a factory in 
Italy she noticed a huge rug being made for the Royal Palace. On 
closer examination she noticed that the rug was coming through 
upside down, making it impossible to follow its progress. Turning 
to the girl weaver, thinking she would be discouraged, her surprise 
was great when told that although the girl had been working two 
years and expected to still spend eighteen months longer on it, there 
was no worry about the result, because without watching the effect, 
she kept her eyes continually on her pattern. Eighteen months 
later a post card was received, and the translation read, "The rug is 
finished exactly like the pattern; I am joyful." We must keep our 
eyes fixed on Him, our pattern and example. 

Someone has said that the world is a great market place in 
which we are the buyers and sellers — a world of exchange. Shakes- 
peare likened it to a great stage where we are all actors. Still another 
writer compares the world to a great hunting ground where we 
consta ntly rush around in pursuit of treasured objects, pleasures, 
wealth, fame and power, each chasing the empty bubble which 
counts for little in any degree of real heart joy. 

But those raised to Life Divine have higher ambitions, and in 
the words of St. Paul, "Seek those things which are above," being 
of the same mind as Christ Jesus. We are only safe when following 
the Highway of God, and by constantly looking to the hills from 
whence cometh our help, 

God, Who created man in His own image, and after His like- 
ness, has no pleasure in those who live below their privileges. It is 
His will that we should mount upward. We have on record His 
promise, "They that wait upon the Lord shall renew their strength, 
they shall mount up on wings as eagles, they shall run and not be 
weary, and they shall walk and not faint." How anxious God is 
to quicken His Saints with a new touch of power. 

So let us remember this Easter morning by rising above the dark 
clouds of our soul into the sunshine of His pleasure. There is no 
darkness in Him, but great is the Light, Life and Love, and He came 
that we might have it more abundantly. 



Two Marvellous Cures 

A Confirmed Old Toper and a 

Tobacco Slave rise to New Life 

through Faith in Christ 

Mr. C , a Christian man. living 

on a farm in Saskatchewan, took the 'flu 
and his heart was so badly affected that 
he could not work; indeed, he could 
scarcely move from the house. He and 
his godly wife moved into a town, where 
they became interested in the Salvation 
Army. 

A man lived in this town, known as 
"Old Bob." Early in life he had been 
taught to pray, but he got into bad corn- 
pany and for nearly fifty years lived a 
godless life; in fact, he was considered a 
confirmed drunkard. 

Anxioua about his Soul 
It became necessary for him to undergo 

aix operation. Mr. C ' and his wife 

were very anxious about his spiritual con- 
dition. Unable to leave his house Mr. 

C tried to get a minister to visit "Old 

Bob," and try to prepare him for the 
ordeal through which he was to pass, but 
he failed. He was so troubled about "Old 
Bob's" soul that he determined to send 
for him and see what he himself could 

do. When Bob came Mr. C said: 

"For a long time. Bob, I have listened 
to what you have had to say and you 
were an interesting talker. Now I have 
something to say to you, and I want you 
to listen to me. You are soon to undergo 
a serious operation and you may be called 
to meet God and you are not prepared. 
You have told me that your mother 
taught you to pray, but that for nearly 
fifty years you have forsaken God. What 
I wish to say to you, Bob, is in this Book," 

and, taking the Bible, Mr. C opened 

it at Epheslans, and read Chapter 2:8, 
"For by grace are ye saved through faith; 
and that not of yourselves, it is the gift 
of God." 

"According to this," went on Mr, 

C , "you may now accept Christ, 

God's gift of faith, and be prepared for 
whatever happens." 

Bob seemed interested and said, "Bui 
I can't pray. 1 do not know what to 
say." 

The Publican's Prayer 

Mr. C turned to Luke 18 and read 

the account of the Pharisee and the 
Publican, and said, "It does not take long 
to pray the Publican's prayer, "God, be 
merciful to me.'Ti sinner." 

They had a long and earnest talk, and 
Bob went away like the man whose eyes 
Christ touched, and who said, "I see men 
as trees walking." Bob had a glimmer 
of light, and promised to seek more. 

When the time came for the operation 
Bob was praying. Someone said. "Bring 
him in." The nurse said, "Never mind. 
Bob, finish your prayer." He came 
through the operation all right, although 
he had to undergo a second one. 

In the meantime the Salvation Army 
was holding a meeting each Friday night 

on the street near Mr, C 's house. 

Bob attended these Meetings, and Christ 
re-touched his eyes and he saw things 
clearly. 

One evening a young man called to visit 
Bob, He was a man of fine physique 
and with more than ordinary brain-power. 
Bob invited him to come and hear the 
Salvation Army on the street at Mr. 
C: — ■ — 's house. He came and evidently 
was impressed, for he attended each 
Friday for three weeks. It was then 
thought that he was ripe for personal 
dealing by the Army Officers. Aa a 
result he was soundly converted, and 
tobacco and strong drink were cast out 
of him, like the demons from the demoniac. 
He had previously ruined bright prospects 
through these habits. 

Bob's Testimony 

I heard him in the street last Sunday 
night. He said, "1 used to spend Satur- 
day afternoon carousing. I spent yester- 
day afternoon selling "War Crys' and I 
feel the better for it," Then followed 
"Old Bob" testifying to what God had 
done for him, a hardened old sinner. 

Fellow-Soldiers, God's ear is not heavy 
to the cry of those burdened for souls; 
nor His arm shortened to save to the 
uttermost. — W.M, 
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The Gospel consists of three great facts; 
Christ died for our sins. He was buried 
He rose again the third day. And be 
cause He lives we shall live also. 
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FROM POONA TO CALCUTTA 

An informative travel-talk on India, with interesting sidelights on the beliefs 
and customs of the people. — By Captain T. Burr. 
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A view of Darjeeling — the mighty peaka of the Himalayas in the background 



from Calcutta and is situated nearly sides giving access to the bungalows 
7000 feet above sea-level. Leaving the perched here and there on the steep 8lor>« 
city at night in sweltering heat, the next and which command wonderful views 
morning we had a, distant view of the across the valley. Here we have our 
mountains. Changing now to a narrow- Home of Rest, a delightful place where 
gauge railway and leaving the low-lying tired and weary Officers can escape once 
paddy fields, we soon began to ascend, a year from their toils and from the heat 
for the mountains appeared to riae of the plains, and get Into a more in- 
abruptly out of the plains. Much of the vigorating atmosphere. After the heat of 
route was now along steep fore«t-clad Calcutta it was certainly a change to be 
mountain sides looking down into deep sitting with the Officers around a wood 
valleys, the track winding in and out fire which was provided in the sitting- 
along narrow ledges of the mountains, room at evening time, 
the train sometimes describing a loop The morning- after my arrival, Colonel 
and at other times reversing its direction. Ewens, the Territorial Commander, came 
Higher up we passed through numerous early to my room and asked if 1 would 
tea estates, occasionally the entire moun- like to see the mountains. I went with 
tain side to the top being covered with him to an upstairs window and looked 
rows upon rows of tea bushes. out. At first I saw little beside the 

High in the Mountains mountains across the valley and a big 

Climbing higher and higher we reached bank of clouds beyond. Looking again 
at length a station with an altitude of I caught sight of a distant snowy-white 
over 7000 feet, reported to be the highest summit above the clouds and seeming to 
station in the world; then we dropped touch the sky, the mountain heights 
a short distance and rounding a spur of nearer at hand being completely dwarfed, 
the mountain came in sight of Darjeeling, We were looking at the mighty Kinchen- 
a town of considerable size, beautifully junga, 28,000 feet in height and second 
situated and spread out along the steep only to Mt, Everest. It was a wonderful 



mountain side for a distance of two or 



IT has recently been my lot to travel This is their holiday season, when a good three miles. Numerous well formed path- 

l across India from Poona to Calcutta deal of business is suspended and thous- ways run up and down the mountain 

on Army business, and incidentally to 

have a run up from there to Darjeeling 

in the Himalayas on the borders of Tibet, 

returning home after nearly a fortnight's 

absence, having covered nearly 3,300 

miles. 

Leaving Poona in the morning, by 
nightfall we were passing through the 
Western Ghats, and the next day we were 
fairly into the plains of Central India, 
which, in parts, are not unlike the prairies 
of Western Canada. Here it is cotton, 
there it is rice that forms the chief article 
of cultivation. On the morning of the 
third day we find ourselves surrounded 
by wooded hills, and soon, leaving these, 
we come to the immense rice fields of 
Bengal, bounded by belts of woodland, 
among which the thatched mud cottages 
of the villagers can be seen. There are 
many palm trees and the scenery is more 
tropical than in the Marathi country 
from which we have come. 

Here 1 was in a new language area, 
where my little knowledge of Marathi 
is useless. During the journey across we 
have passed through no less than five 
different language areas: Marathi, Hindi, 
Oriya, Bihari and now Bengali, In 
Bengal we are among a race of people 
differing in physique and appearance from 
those we have been accustomed to see. 
Generally speaking the Bengali are a fine- 
built intelligent-looking race with an air 
of indef>endencc about them. 

Questions on the Train 

It is a common experience when making 
Cei^^tiriboL^tli'giou: tlZr^':.rto The elephant-headed god Ganesh, bein, cpr,veyed fron, the shop where he 
be called ujxsn to give some account of 

ourselves. Speaking with an educated ^nds of people flock into the city to enjoy 
Hindu on the traiii he asked a question themselves. A feature of the religious 
which is no doubt in the minds of many pj^^t of it is the sacrificing to the goddess 
in this land — "Is it necessary for a man jj^^i; ^^ Durga, of sheep and goats in 
to change his religion in order to believe g^eat numbers. Early one morning 1 
in Christ?" Another Hindu, who was observed a Hindu gentleman returning 
very friendly, assured me that he revered f^^j^ ]j|g religious devotions, and marching 
Christ and His teaching, and that he had j^ gt^te down a main street of the city 
entertained missionaries at his own house, attended by his servants, one of whom 
He was one of those who follow Christ talking behind, held a large umbrella 
afar off, not being yet prepared to openly ^y^^ j^jj, master, 
declare their allegiance to Him, The Seeking Earthly Favors 

difficulties in the way are very great; but ^ Hindu writer in the daily press says 
we may welcome all such signs of the of the crowds of people going to do "puja" 
working of the Spirit of Christ among (worship) to the goddess — "The multi- 
these people. tudcs worship Durga and the other 

On the third day we reached Howrah. rnanifesLations, not for spiritual benefits, 
a part of Calcutta itself, being separated but for earthly favors. The universal 
from the main part of the city by the river prayer is — 'Grant us progeny and wealth 
Hooghly, a branch of the great Ganges, and beauty and fame among men, and 
A gnarrie conveyed us over a floating conquer for us, thou Mother, our enemy.' " 
bridge, the only one connecting the two We have in Calcutta some Institutions 
portions of the city. During my stay I doing good work — a Naval and Military 
was busy with my work and spent but Home, Men's Hostel and Women's Rescue 
little time in sight-seeing, though the Home; meetings are held in the city in 
place possesses many fine buildings and English, Bengali and Hindustani, 
some historic monuments. The weather After two or three days' stay I left 
was hot and I became bathed in per- for Darjeeling to see the Territorial Com- 
sipiration. mander, my visit to the East being in 

It was the time of "The Pujahs," a connection with some proposed altera- 
great religious festival observed by all tiona and additions to the Territorial 
Bengali Hindus, and lasting for two Headquarters in Calcutta, 
separate periods of a fortnight each. Darjeeling is nearly 400 miles distant 




A COMMON SIGHT IN AN INDIAN CITY 

:aded god Ganesh, being conveyed from the 

was purchased, to the Hindu home over which he will henceforth preside. 



sight to look Upon and was visible for 
some hours before the clouds obscured 
it for the rest of the day. All the year 
round those peaks are clad in their snowy 
whiteness, sometimes changing in appear- 
ance to a rose-colored hue at sunset. The 
cloud effects above and below the town 
are very varied and wonderful, sometimes 
the Valley below being filled with a sea 
of clouds through which there are occasion- 
al glimpses of the landscape. 

Many Nationalities 
At Darjeeling we met various national- 
ities of people. There were the Bengalis 
clad in white, with large shawls of bright- 
colored hue thrown over the shoulders. 
There were Nepal es^ and Chinese; but 
I was specially interested in seeing the 
Tibetan folk, those strange people whose 
land is still inaccessible to the Gospel. 
In feature and in dress they remind me 
of the North-American Indian. The 
Tibetan women are employed largely as 
coolies and carry very heavy burdens on 
their backs supported by a strap across 
the head. They are a praying people in 
their own peculiar way and we saw some 
of their prayers written on strips of bark 
hanging on tKe trees. When the wind 
blows them away they consider their 
prayers have been answered. 

The photo on this page is of some of 
the Cadets who were in training in Poons 
and who have recently been commissioned. 
Of this little group one has already 
finished bis earthly career. The Cadet 
on the right-hand of the top row, within 
a few weeks of being commissioned, was, 
sad to say, carried away and drowned 
in a river near to his village. He leaves 
ft young wife to mourn his loss. The 
others are doing well and give good 
promise for the future. 




Captain Burr and Indian Cadets in training. 



J 



14 



THE WAR CRY April 3, 1926 

I 
I 



"FIGHTING BILL'S" RESURRECTION 



He meant to "Paint the Town Red" at Easter but to the great surprise of all he gave his Testimony Instead. 

By Sister Mrs. Murray; Selkirk. Man. 



THE little town of Suminerville had Here she comes, now for it. Luggage a travef-stalned overcoat and carried a pie plate. I'll make 'em put the plums 
long been without an Army Corps, van. Joe." Joe leaped on to the car huge grip. He went straight to the in," and he was good as hia word. No 
To say the town could not support almost before she came to a standstill. luggage officer to inquire for two packages, pickels and coppers for Bill. "Pull out 
one would not be correct. There was a "Say, what do you know about that. One contained the drum, and the other an the wads you fellows, and peel off some 
fairly large population and no doubt a The goods are here all right. The only Army Flag. No, ■ they had not come, green-backs." It was a sight good for 
sufficient sum could have been raised if two arricles for Summerville, c-o The Must have been laid off at the wrong sore eyes when the young Captain re- 
people had been willing, but no, they had Salvation Army. What a joke. Good station, ceived it back again, 
closed their ears to the Gospel message; old Franks, he knows how to pull wool Young Captain Bond had been sent 
bootlegging, profanity and immorality over their eyes. Queer-looking bundles West to reopen the Corps. There was a 
stalked side by side, and plainly written 



on every countenance were the words; 

"We will not have Christ to reign over us " 

An Unsuccessful Attempt 

A few years previous, two young Offi- 
cers had tried to organize a Corps. The 
Mayor had even given the lumber for a 
small Hall, but there it ended. Never- 
theless, the most drunken sot in that 
town would not allow that Hall to fall 
into decay. If a few shingles were blown 
off the roof some one would replace 
them; did someone break a window, 
another person replaced it. There was 
a slight suspicion in the mind of the local 
policeman that men often went in there 
to sober up before they started on the 
home trail, but that did not worry him. 
There were only two cells in the town 
lock-up and it saved littering up the Jail. 

It was the middle of March, one 
clear, cold evening towards 6 p.m. The 
train was due from Winnipeg. "Fight- 
ing Bill," the town bully, was straining 
his eyes to catch the first puff of smoke. 
"Say Tom," he said to his companion, 
"how shall we know the booze, if they get 
it through?" 

"You bet we'll know it, and they'll 
get it through," replied Tom curtly. 

"Betcher life they will Tom." 

"When is the next holiday?" 

"Why, don't yer old woman keep a 
calendar?" 

"Yes, but only to jot down the number 
of her eggs." 

Planning Evil 
"Well look on that and you'll find its 
Easter in five weeks." 

"You've said it Bill, and we'll paint the 
old town red. Get me?" A few nods and 
winks were passed around. 

"There's a little room in the livery 
barn and we'll hide it in there. If any 
of you boys don't keep your mouths as 
light as a clam with a muzzle on, then 
you settle with me." 




"Pull out the wads you felloWa and peel off som6 green backs." 
Not so heavy as I 



to contain liquor, 
expected." 

"What were you looking for man — 
your mother's old wash tub from England, 
or a Quebec heater? Get along there 
before the policeman stops us." 



Crept into Army Hall 
f On the day before Easter the stage 
was all set to paint the town. red. "Now 
boys, we meets here, rain or shine, juat 
outside the livery barn." It was Bill. 
the worse for liquor, but he know where 
he could sleep it off, without going, home 
and they would meet at the livery barn 
at 10 o'clock in the morning. The rest 
of the boya went home but Bill crept into 
the Army Hall in the darkness, and went 
sound asleep. 

It must have been about 11 o'clock. 
The moon had risen with more than usual 
brilliancy, when Bill heard the words, 
"Lord, save 'Fighting Bill,' and make 
him one of Thine own fighting warriors." 
He roused himself and stared; he kept 
silent. There, at the Penitent Form was 
Captain Bond, the moon shining down 
upon him. It never struck him before 
how like he was to his own boy Billie, 
now sleeping under the poppies in France. 
When Captain Bond went out, "Fighting 
Bill" knelt at the same place and prayed 
for the first time since he had left his old 
home in England. His next action was 
to unlock the room in which were con- 
cealed the precious packages, intending 
to pour the contents down the gutter. 
Imagine hia surprise when out rolled the 
Army drum. The. second revealed the 
old Flag, with a ferrule in the stick centre. 

A Sfange Turn 

"Hurray. I've beat Buddy after all, 
bless the Lord," he exclaimed. 

Ten o'clock. "Has Bill gone plum 
crazy?" 

"I dunno. Will it be Selkirk or Bran 
don for him. He's making me carry the 
Flag and Tom Spencer the drum, be 



small room which would do duty as a cause we fought in the war," 

living room and another for sleeping. When Captain Bond went again to 

He set to work to clean up. How he Open Air it was a strange crowd that met 

worked, prayed and visited, but when his astonished eyes. There was a stan- 

the Sabbath dawned, all the music he dard bearer, a drummer and a testimony 

possessed was an old tambourine. He worth listening to, from "Fighting Bill." 

Nothing happened and the boxes were alone, preaching, praying, singing. Only Before nightfall many souls had experi- 

placed safely under lock and key. Almost one thing happened which was worthy of enced a new birth at the Army Penitent 

"No fear lad, your fists are a bit too a week later a tall, clean-cut, young man note. "Fighting Bill" seized the tam- Form and from that time on a good work 

heavy." stepped off the train. He was wearing bourine, "Aye buddy, give me your was carried on In Summerville. 
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Golden Words from the Book 
of Experience 

i-CoTittnued from page 9) 
was continually in my mind, "Come, Oh Come to Me." 

Sitting one night in the Army Hall with my mother, 
still in the same frame of mind, weary of sin, the 
message from the platform, "Come unto Me" reached 
my heart, and with it a light broke upon my mind. 
I saw it was Christ inviting me. and with my mother 
1 cast my burden upon Him that night, "He gave me 
joy where once was woe," my burden left me, He had 
given me rest, and I praise Him for it. 

This happened over thirty years ago. but many 
times since have those words brought comfort to my 
heart and helped me to bring comfort to another. 
While a very young, inexperienced Lieutenant at my 
first Corps I was called to the bedside of a dying 
woman, who in health and strength had refused the 
offer of Salvation. The few words that I could give 
utterance to or the feeble prayer I made apparently 
brought little light or hope to the dying person. In 
agony of spirit I longed to be able to say the word 
that would help, and to my mind came those that 
had helped me, ao beding over the wasted form, 1 
said, "Jesus calls you and says 'Come, Oh come to Me, 
weary and heavy-laden.' " Ere 1 left the house the 
sufferer passed away arid I hope found rest in Him 
Who said, "Come unto Me." 

It was midnight; I had just dozed off in sleep when 
the phone rang. When I answered it I was informed 
that the Telegraph Company had a message for me, 
which read, "Mother died this evening," How I 
wished that I had been with her in iier last hours; 
how I would miss her frequent, cheery letters. I 
somehow felt very much alone, and aa I sat I wept 
and prayed, and once again the words that had so 
often brought comfort to me and helped me to bring 
comfort to others came to my heart, and I heard the 
voice of Christ say, "Come, Oh come to Me, weak 
and heavy-laden." 



Reader, are you burdened with care or sorrow? 
You are also invited to come and cast your burdens 
upon Him, for He careth for you. 

Mrs. Brigadter Sims, 



"My hope !■ built on nothing lesn 
Than Jesus' blood and riBhteouanesa; 
I dare not trust the sweetest frame, 
But wholly lean on Jeaua' name." 

NEVER shall I forget the blessing and strength 
that came to me through the above song during 
my young days as an Officer. I was com- 
missioned Captain and sent in charge of Neyland Corps. 
Pembrokeshire, South Wales. All the Officers in the 
Division knew this Corps was a hard one and several 
came along to sympathize with me. I was determined, 
however, to go and do my best for God and the Army. 

When the train pulled into the station of the 
little town the guard came up to me and said, "My 
dear girl! , I have brought you here, but I shall not 
take you back!" "Why?" 1. exclaimed, wondering 
what he meant by such a statement "Oh I" said he. 
"I have brought many Army girls here, but they all 
marry and settle down." "Well," said I, "1 hope 
that will not be my experience." 

I looked around to see if any of the Soldiers or 
friends had come to meet me, but soon realized that 
I was all alone, and was left to find the way to the 
Quarters as best I could. Standing near the platform 
was a young lad. I asked him if he knew where the 
Army Officers lived, "Yes." said he, and kindly 
consented to go with me and help carry my bag. We 
climbed the hill and eventually reached the Quarters, 
This consisted of two rooms rented from another 
family. The landlady met me at the door and ex- 
claimed, "Ohl I feel sorry for you coming to this place 
all alone! You will be starved to death here!" 

1 looked around — the room was large and cheer- 
less — furniture scarce and very poor, She took me 
upstairs to the bed-room which was cold and bare. 
I took off my coat and sat on the bed wondering what 



■ '■-■ -" ' . ^ » *■ 

1 should do, being so young and inexperienced; 1 did 
really feel lonely. 

I asked the lady of the house if she knew where 
any Salvationists lived. "Yes!" said she, "I know 
one." The one she mentioned happened to be the 
Treasurer. She promised that if I would wait until 
the following morning she would let her little girl 
show me the street where she lived. That night 1 
could not sleep, "Thoughts came surging through my 
mind and 1 felt that before me lay a heavy task, I 
found the home of the Treasurer next morning. She 
was an elderly woman and looked rather kindly. 
She said she was not able to do much, as she was 
suffering with a bad chest. Her husband was a 
Soldier on the Roll, but being a fisherman was away 
most of the time. 

I asked if there were many Soldiers. "Oh. no!" 
she replied, "Just one beside Peter and myself, and 
he is a 'shy' young man and will only come to the 
Open-Airs when I turn out; he will not stand along with 
the Officers." Then for about an hour she related 
to me the struggles, hardships and difficulties which 
I would have to undergo. She thought the Corps 
should be closed. "You will get no money," said she. 
"and the people will not come to the Hall. There 
13 no sympathy or help from the townsfolk." I began 
to feel worried and said, "Treasurer, let us pray and 
put the whole matter before God!" We knelt to- 
gether in that little room and poured out our hearts 
to God, feeling that He alone was sufficient to help us. 

Our first Meeting was on Saturday night— ^just the 
three of us in the Open-Air. We each prayed, then 
gave our Testimony, but being a seaport town the 
air got hold of my throat and I lost my voice and 
could not speak clearly for two weeks. I really did 
try to get on and make a move, but the people would 
not come near us when we stood on the street; no one 
appeared to pay any attention to us. We could not 
pay our way as the collections were so small. I was 
personally losing hope and finally got discouraged. 
I just felt that God had left the town and left me also. 

I had a sovereign in my possession, which I had 
[Continued on page 16) 
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A Native Envoy's Testimony 



The fgllawlnK experience wns written 
by the late Envoy Mather, of Mctlakatia, 
one of our Native Local Ofiicers, who 
carried on a splendid Salvation Army 
work ajnons his own pcoiilc for many 
years. We print It in his own quaint 
way of cxprcasinK Iiimsclf, 



Stories gathered from the Army's 
World-Wide Battlefield 



1 sliiy with Mr. Duncan in liis log 
house wlien he first come liere. My 
family was at Port Simpson; father and 
mother, one brother and three sisters, 
named — father, Neash Atlhnaats; mother, 
Daatk; brother, Quash; older sister, 
Gaaks; next sister, Sgiatloah; next sister, 
Slthgumgark, 

I start to preach the Gospel among 
my people at Port Simpson, but they 
don't listen of me, because 1 am too 
young or else I can't support myself. 
Three years after my father very kindly 
spoke to me and let me stop with him 
at Port Simpson. So I fell down from 
God's way and stay with them at Port 
Simpson among heathen. 1 knew 1 was 
lost among them. 

Kept Getting Worse 

1 was full of proud, because my father 
was a big hunter of sea-otter, and a very 
wealthy man. My mother was a basket- 
maker, She could make 8^ baskets in 
a day, 12 inches In diameter. I kept 
getting worse and worse among the 
heathen at Port Simps'on, and when 1 
start in to be a high man among heathen 
my father was sick in bed. 

A gunboat from Victoria came to make 
a peace between Naas people and Port 
Simpson people. I knew that the Doctor 
was on board ao 1 go on it to see him. 
Mr. William Duncan was on it and he 
took my hand and hold me with his 
hand, and talk to me about God's love 
and our Saviour Jesus Christ. While he 
was talking lo nic 1 was nearly fell on the 
deck for my repent unto the Lord, 1 
leave all my business of potlatch and go 
back to old Metlakatla, B.C., where 
Christians are. It was seven years since 
1 left Metlakatla for Port Simpson. 

Two years after 1 married a wife 
named Alice Booth. Now we work 
together for the Lord. 1 preach the 
_ Gospel to my parents, sisters, brother 

f and friends first, 1 knew God bless my 

work; many people against me, but still 
God helps me. Father and mother, 
three sisters, one brother and brother-in- 
law all converted to God. They leave 
Port Simpson to go to Metlakatla, B.C. 
Preached the Gospel 

1 preach tjie Gospel in different places 
— I was a Council man to the Town, but 
still 1 preach. 1 support myself. My 
trade is gunsmith, blacksmith, gold and 
silver-smith, so 1 don't need no help. 
One time Mr. William Duncan send me 
to Kitcaatla to preach the Gospel there, 
while they doing their old way, dancing 
and potlatch. They don't like me first, 
but after a while they came to my service, 
some of them believed in God and when 
the^ all moved to Naas where they 
fishing 1 came back home with them. 

Next year the Bishop send me on 
Queen Charlotte Island to be Missionary 
over there, Haidas people don't like me 
first, after a while they believed in God 
and some of them were converted. 

After that land surveyors came and 
surveyed our land, so we stop them. 
We took away their instruments. That 
is why Government sent man-of-war 
against us and put me in Jail and. other 
six principal men with me. Government 
accused me three times for this trouble. 

So we send Mr. Duncan to ask the 
United States Government if we can 
move to American side, so they allowed 
us to move to Alaska in 1887. All the 
people are sorrowful because we leave 
our good home old Metlakatla for Alaska. 
We landed at New Metlakatla, Alaska. 
No house there, but we use our tent. 
Nest year I went to Douglas Island and 
help the Friend's Mission. Beside that 
Governor gave me Commission as Police- 
man to the Natives. I like to help all 
good Christians because our Lord said 
"A new Commandment 1 give you that 
yc love one another." 



EASTER DAY 

Mighty Lord of Winter-lidcl 
Looing Lord of the SpringI 
Come lo our hearts this Easier 
Mell all the prisoning ice away. 

And eoermorc abide, 
Mailing both good and ill to be 
Thy blessed opportunity, 



a 



ay, 



A Hat-Pin Operation 

Army Orricers, especially in Missionary 
lands, are called upon to be doctors or 
nurses and occasionally many have to 
perform operations. A little knowledge 
concerning medical work therefore often- 
times comes in very handy. 

A native boy had been badly bitten by 
a snake in the jungle and hearing of the 
case a lassie Army Officer at once jour- 
neyed thither some miles on horseback, 
reaching the sufferer early in the morning. 
She found the lad's arm dreadfully swollen. 

Though without either medicine cheat 
nr surgical appliances the OfHcer did not 
liesilute. Taking her hat-pin she made it 
red hot in the fire and with sure and 
delicate touch fearlessly treated the 
terrible wound. The boy, who had been 
unconcious, came round. After a while, 
realising the urgency of the case, the Offi- 
cer got him into the saddle, and led the 
horse for ten miles to the nearest town 
where the boy was taker\ to a hospital. 

The doctor in charge, after an examina- 
tion of the snake-bite paid tribute to the 
Officer's skill and courage and also in- 
formed her that she had, beyond doubt, 
saved the boy's arm and probably his life. 

The Jury's Request 

Our Comrades of the United States 
have some unique experiences in the hold- 
ing of their Meetings, as will be seen by 
the following incident which occurred 
in n town situated some distance south of 
the border line. ' 

The Sunday evening Open-Air Meeting 
was in progress, this happening to be held 
in front of the courthouse, where a panel 
of jurymen were locked up during the 
course of an important trial. It was not 
long before the "Gentlemen of the Jury" 
were at the windows, and .sitting on the 
sills, took in the Meeting with the keenest 
of enjoyment. 

So much did the jurymen appreciate 
the unexpected diversion, that they sent 
a message to the Judge, asking permission 
tn attend the Salvation indoor Meeting 
in a body, That gentleman at once sent 
for the Corps Officer, and being satisfied 
that suitable arrangements could be made 
to accommodate the "twelve good men 
and true." gave his consent and the de- 
lighted jurymen, accompanied by their 
marshals, were marched to the Hall, 
where they enjoyed to the full, the privi- 
lege of attending the Meeting, 

Scaring the Lion 

Looking down with bulging eyes, two 
dark-skinned natives, astride of a tree 
branch in a Central African jungle, 
viewed the prospects of providing break- 
fast for the tawny lion crouching in the 
long grass, -with pardonable disfavor. 
The lion, on his part, was in no great hurry 
and settled down to wait in patience, 
Thus it may be deduced that the position 
of the proposed "breakfast" was by no 
means enviable. 

"Honk! Honk I" The king of the 
jungle lifted his shaggy eyebrows in sur- 
prise at the intrusion. Who could thus 
break upon his meditations at this early 
houri* He knew nothing about auto- 
cycle hooters and gasolene propelled 
pistons, and, as with a whirr and a rush 
a machine dashed around a bend in the 
trail the lion's surprise turned to mingled 
rage and fear. 

The rider, clad in Salvation Army uni- 
form, and cap, was in a state of inde- 
cision also, this being broug]it about by 
the aight of the lion. He quickly grasped 
the situation however, and "stepping on 
the gas," approached the enemy at full 
speed. The uncanny noises issuing from 
the machine proved too much for the lion, 
who turned tail and made a precipitous 
flight into the jungle. The day was won I 

Two terror-stricken natives, albeit most 
thankful for their release from their un- 
comfortable plight, speedily de."scended 
from the tree and disapfJeared in the direc- 
tion of safety, 

A Native Boy's Faith 

How the strong faith of one converted boy 
enabled nine husky coolies to get victory 
over superstition is a story worth relating. 



It appears tlint in Celobca. Dutch 
East Indich. the natives have sonic exceed- 
ingly peculiar customs by which they en- 
deavour to ward off impending disaster 
by appea.sing the evil spirits. One day 
some Army Officers were taking a journey 
across a forest, preceded by a number of 
coolies and some boys from the Arreiy's 
School, when quite suddenly a huge tree 
came crashing down on the road only a 
yard or so in front of the first coolie 

The party halted and immediately the 
coolies started making a small house with 
twigs and leaves to propitiate the evil 
spirit who, they believed, had thrown 
down the tree. Here they were prepared 
to stay until the evil spirit was mollified. 

Then came along one of the school 
boys. "Don't you be afraid of the evil 
spirit — -go on. God will protect us." 
The coolies hesitated and the boy, in tones 
of command, repeated his words. All 
except one picked up their burdens. The 
undecided one held back with evident 
fear of the consequences. "God is 
almighty, trust ] !im and come on with 
us," urged the boy. 

The man's prejudices broke down and 
he. shouldering his burden, marched on 
with the others. "Now," 'cried the de- 
lighted boy, "1 kick this house to pieces." 
and he did so 

A Remarkable Answer 

' "God moves in a mysterious wray, His 
wonders to perform," ia as true in these 
days of materialism as when the hymn 
was written. Strange and unexpected 
are some of the answers to prayers by 
those upon whose hearts have been laid 
the responsibility of carrying through cer- 
tain undertakings. An Officer in New- 
foundland relates a unique experience in 
this respect. 

Finding the little Corps to which he wa.s 
appointed very badly in debt this young 
Officer grew very anxious about the matter 
especially as the tpwn was in financial 
straitL owing to a bad fishing season. 
What should he do? He had no other 
resort but prayer to God. He told the 
Heavenly Father about the needs of his 
Corps and received assurance that those 
needs would be met. How, he did not 
know. 

Not many days later he stood on an 
en.:nence overlooking the sea when he 
saw, floating on the water, and driven 
by the wind, a number of large objects. 
Not knowing what they might be, he 
hastened back to the town and at once 
informed some of his Comrades, who 
immediately launched their boats and 
rowed to the mysterious objects. They 
turned out to be big bales of cotton that 
had drifted from a wrecked cargo boat. 

The bales were towed to the beach 
and under the Officer's direction taken 
apart and the cotton spread out to dry. 
Shortly after a salvage vessel visited the 
place and purchased the cotton at a good 
figure, the money thus obtained being 
handed over to the Officer for the work of 
the Army in the town. Thus was the 
Officer's prayer answered and the burden 
of debt rolled away. 



How tLe Light came 

to the Tsimsheans 

By ENVOY JOSEPH OFFUT 

A Tgimahean Local Officer who for 
many years has labored in his own native 
Corps, writes the following brief story of 
how Christianity first came to Port 
Simpson, B.C. 

E^ev. Willium Duncan left Plymouth, 
Eng., December 22, 1856, and reached 
Port Simpson October 1, i&57. to begin 
his first Mission labor among our un- 
civilized Tsimshean Nation. 

Afterwards he moved eighteen miles 
west of Port Simpson and established 
Christian Missionary Work at Old Metla- 
katla, B.C, Some years later another 
preacher of the Methodist Church, 
Rev. Wm, Pollard, came to Port Simpson 
and also organized Missionary work in 
1874. This was the beginning of Christi- 
anity among the natives. It will long 
be remembered by all our Christians of 
to-day. Dr. Thomas Crosby also spread 
the Gospel light along the coast and 
Southern Alaska, 

We also thank God for the year of ISQ'l 



The Garden and the Grave 

[Coniiniied Jiom page IT) 
this garden without stopping to admire 
it, and then to hurry on determined that 
they would have a garden like this one. 
Now look at it. A blight has passed over 
it, every flower is withered and dead. It 
is a backslider's garden. 
"In the Midst of the Garden a Grave" 

Backslider, it is your garden. Do you 
recognize it? Think of your grave in 
the midst of such a Garden, Think of 
friends visiting this garden. But wait, 
will you come now and kneeling in the 
midst of the blighted ruined Garden, in- 
vite the Heavenly Gardener to meet you 
there. If you really want Him to, He 
will, and the desert place shall once more 
"blossom as the rose." 

There is one other garden; at least it 
was intended for a garden, but has never 
been anything but a wilderness — a place 
where noisome weeds grow in rank 
abundance. 

This place is a menace to every garden. 
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Envoy and Mrs. OfTut and family 

when the Salvationi Army work was 
estaMialied in the village of Port Simpson. 
I am glad to say that the Tsimshean 
people were the first ones to join the 
Salvation Army on the Pacific Coast in 
the Native Indian world. 

Thirty-one years ago Envoy W. D. 
Moody and Sergt. -Major H. "Tait were 
appointed to open our first native Corps 
here. Since then the work has met with 
encouraging success, not only in our own 
village, but all along the Skeena district 
and through Southern Alaska. 

The fruits of the faithful persevering 
toil of pioneer Officers are seen to-day 
in the twenty-one Native Corps which 
are in operation, mostly commanded by 
Native Envoys and Sergeant-Majors, 
The Lord surely has set His seal upon 
the work of the faithful Salvationists 
who for years have put up a gallant 
struggle against evil. Our newly civilized 
people of to-day have been led to believe 
the true Gospel of Jesua Christ which 
hope wc have as an anchor of the soul. 
Glory to God I We mean to render better 
service in the spirit of righteousness to 
all men and extend the Kingdom of God 
and the Army. 

r i' 



for seeds of all kinds are scattered broad- 
cast from it to every other garden. It 
is the despair of all good gardeners, but 
no one can do anything with it except 
the one to whom it belongs. It^^ is a 
great commentary upon the words: "How 
shall we escape if we neglect?" It is the 
garden of neglect] The owner has made 
no effort to cultivate it, to sow good seed, 
to grow flowers, or to do one really worth- 
while thing with his whole garden. It is 
a wilderness — a desert, and it ought to 
have been a garden. 

Is This Neglected Garden Yours? 
"In the midst of the garden — a grave." 

Think of the contrast between this 
wilderness and the garden we have been 
thinking of. Visitors will come to the 
garden from far and near. It will be 
spoken of from the Atlantic to the Pacific. 
Will anyone visit the grave in the wilder- 
ness, except to point a moral or raise a 
warning? Unless, — here springs hope to 
the heart — unless the miracle working 
Gardener visits It and transforms it, and 
He can! and will! if you will let Him 
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Golden Words from the 
Book of Experience 

'Continued from page 14) 
kept since I left home to go into Training; 
this would pay my fare back home at any 
rate. Then the Devil came to me and 
said, "Why did you leave your home and 
friends? Why waste your time and 
strength here? You will never do any 
good: go home before your health faila." 
Again and again these feelings would 
come over me I really tried, but utterly 
failed. 

After four months in this place 1 re- 
solved Co give up, I put on my coat and 
bonnet, left the Quarters and wandered 
down to the seashore. I walked quite a 
distance along the beach and being tired 
and weary sat down upjon a rock. 1 1 was 
rather a dull morning and the sun was 
hidden for a time. I lifted up my eyes 
and locked around. God's creation was 
truly beautiful there — everything so 
natural and everything so great, I could 
not put my feelings on papier, 1 was in- 
deed sad and lonely. 

Then it seemed as though a Voice spoke 
•.J me. Not the one to which I had been 
listening before. It was a calm Voice 
which said, "What are you doing here? 
Get upl God lives and He will help 
youl" I looked around but all was still 
— no human beings around. Again the 
Voice said, "Pray." Kneeling down upon 
the rock I aeked God to give me strength 
to carry on and do His will at all costs. 
It was a struggle, but after a while light 
and blessing came. Then the words of the 
song came so clearly to me — I sang one 
verse aloud: 
"When darkness seems to veil His face 

1 rest on His unchanging Grace; 

In every high and stormy gale 

My anchor holds within the veil. 

On Christ the Solid Rock I" stand — 
All other ground la sinking sand." 

I fought out my battle there on the 
seashore and to the glory of God, I am 
able to say I have never been tempted to 
leave my post of duty since. I went 
back to my work and Corps with a deter- 
mination to do something for God and 
souls. 

The result was that the Lord came to 
our help, I got coiirage to visit the homes 
tif the peopit and in;''ite them to t^c lyTsct- 
ings. We also held "Meetings for ths^chil- 
dren and gradually got some of the parents 
to attend. Then we had the great joy of 
seeing our first soul at this Mercy Seat, 
He turned out to be a good case and took 
his stand for God, Down at the wharf 
where he worked was a crowd of ungodly 
men, who, seeing the change that had 
taken place in this convert's life, came out 
of curiosity to the Meetings and several 
•others gave their hearts to, God. ' After 
.p little while a Lieutenant was sent from 
the Training Garrison to help us in the 
fight. She was a comfort to me person- 
ally, also a great worker for the Kingdom. 
God honored our labors, the people were 
blessed and the Corps revived. Truly 
He is our Rock, our Fortress and our 
Deliverer I 

Mrs. BRrcADiER Dickerson, 
•*i ^ .- -' , ■ B»^- 

The Light of the World 

(Continued from page 5) 
learned, and the well-dreaaed, but for the 
poor, and looking with ineffable pity down 
every blind alley, up into every top attic, 
into every' basement cellar, through every 
prison grating, down every free hospital 
ward, into nook and corner of every alms- 
house, upon every toiler's bench and 
table and tool. He threw a golden sun- 
burst from the great, dazzling, inex- 
tinguishable lamp — the Light of the world. 
He sprang the gate of Heaven so wide 
OF>en that all the world's Christian poor 
no matter how lame, and blind, and tired, 
can go in, and the beggars,, and thieves, 
and scoundrels, and all "they who sit in 
darkness" too, if they will but repent, 
for He is the Light of the world. 

Oh, those of you who read this who are 
far from God, I plead with you that this 
day you will come and prove that there is 
everything in Jesus! Come and test if 
God is not good, and Christ is not gracious, 
and the Holy Spirit is not omnipotent, 
ICneel now at His altar; stretch out your 
hand now toward His Cross; lift your 
eyes now to the Sun of His countenance, 
Yc« who are in sin, seek Him and see if 
He will not pardon. You who are lost in 
darkness, call to Him and prove if He 
will not break in upon you with an ever- 
lasting Morning: 



JERUSALEM AS IT IS TO-DAY 

A Visitor's Impressions of the Holy City 



IT is no ordinary privilege to be in 
Jerusalem, to place your feet where 
our blessed Lord's feet may have trod. 
To see the city "compactly built together," 
to walk about Zion ahd -tell the towers 
thereof, is in many cases the fulfilment of 
a long-cherlshed desire. Is there not in 
every Christian's heart who visits the 
Holy City, the feeling that nothing la 
common here, that the very stones are 
dear? (writes EUizabeth A. Smellie, in the 
Sunday School Times.) 

Among the scores of traditional and 
doubtfully historic sites pointed out within 
the walls of Jerusalem archeologists are 
agreed that only two or three are genuine, 
namely, the Citadel, and the Temple area 
which ■ really occupy the ground they 



seventeen million dollars — what a travesty 
Is all this, and how far removed from the 
sweet humility of the carptenter's house 
at Nazareth. 

Just previous to my visit the opening of 
the Jewish University on the Mount of 
Olives was an event to stir the imagination 
of the whole world. Nothing of equal 
Importance, apart from the Balfour 
Declaration a few years ago that Palestine 
was to be set apart as a national home 
for the Jews, has occurred In Jewish his- 
tory since the destruction of Jerusalem 
by Titus in A.D, 70. In that year the 
Temple was laid waste and the ancient 
school of the law also. To-day God is 
saying again to the nations, "He that 
scattered Israel will gather him," The 




THE JEWS WAILING PLACE IN JERUSALEM i A scone on a Friday aFter- 
noon as Jews of all nations mourn over the falleij glory of tlieir race. 



represent. The Citadel, also called the 
Tower of David, th^ interior of wljich is 
in ruins, ocicapies thd site of the fl'iilace- 
castle of Heiod the Great, or at any rate 
part of that site. Connected with Herod's 
great structures in this part of Jerusalem, 
as it was in the time of our Lord, there 
were extensive gardens and pleasure 
grounds which covered a considerable 
area. It was there that wise men from 
the East were received, whose visit was 
followed by the massacre of the innocents. 
It is not unlikely that the stately pine 
trees, scattered about over the open 
plots of ground we meet with in the 
neighborhood, may be descendants from 
seedlings of Herod's groves. 

Where the Temple Stood 

Upon the 'place where once the Temple 
^Itar stood now stands the Mosque of 
Omar, loveliest of mosques. Legend 
after legend is repeated and much that is 
unconvincing is related by guides whose 
profession it is to tell the stories that 
have been given to them. The cry of 
our hearts as we listened was the cry of 
Mary when she said, "They have taken 
away my Lord, and I know not where 
they have laid him." How disapp>ointing 
to see a marble-covered tomb, with drap- 
ings and trappings and trimmings, covered 
and 'Surrounded by elaborate decorations, 
and countless candles, and lamps! How 
much sweeter was the simple garden 
tomb, the quiet resting place removed 
from strife and from the curious' gaze, 
where the Lord of Glory rested after 
his fight was fought, and where for a 
short space he waited until he stepped 
forth Victor over death and the grave! 

From the multitude of uncertainties 
our thoughts travel out to the things 
that remain, the things that cannot be 
shaken. All earthly props seem to fail, 
and only God remains. Nothing here 
endures. The eternal hills are not eternal. 
They change, and one day we know that 
they too will be removed. Only God 
endures; only God satisfies. Even in 
the Holy City, full of gratitude for the 
good Hand that guided us there, we cry 
God! God! Our souls long for the living 
God and rejoice In this great unfailing 
Certainty, Chapel and church follow 
each other, and we thread our way 
through cloisters as through a maze. A 
bust of Mary, with jewelry laid on it 
by pilgrims, which is valued at over 



sons of Israel after long persecution and 
travail- have come from afar, and new 
hope has arisen with the new building 
that overlooks the City of David. It is 
the finest site in the world, beautiful 
beyond description, and >none more fitted 
to arouse the imagination. It is nearly 
three thousand feet above sea level, and 
commands an unrivaled view. What 
feelings will surge through many of the 
Jewish students as they look do-wn on 
dome, minaret, and Christian church! A 
new epoch has begun and the world will 
wait expectantly for the result of the 
experiment. 

The wailing place of the Jews awakens 
thoughts of a people who have been 
stripped and persecuted from age to age. 
To-day, as for centuries, they see the 
Temple court profaned by alien worship, 
the walls broken down, ruin, and desola- 
tion everywhere. On ^11 days of the week 
Jews may be found at their devotions in 
this place. Old people, their eyes dim 
with age and their bodies worn, are led 
by little children and friends to the place 
from which their cry ascends to the God 
of Abraham and Isaac and Jacob, It is, 
however, on Friday afternoons and the 
eves of fast or feast days that they 
assemble here in greatest numbers, Here, 
bowed in dust, they weep over the fallen 
glory of their race. It is often said that 
this custom is a mere formality, but this 
is a harsh judgment, .as many will testify 
who have witnessed the mourners in their 
grief kiss the stones and plead for the 
restoration of the Temple. 

The Garden of Gethsemiane 

As we follow the road that leads to 
Gethsemane, bitter-sweet thoughts fill our 
hearts. How often must the feet that 
were nailed to the Cross have traveled 
this dusty road, seeking for quiet to 
commune with the heavenly Fother, for 
retirement in which to instruct his dis- 
ciples, a handful of unlettered men, in 
the deep things of God, and to prepare 
them for the test that was drawing so 
close. As we stand in the little garden, 
We know that we are on holy ground, 
the place that witnessed love and sorrow 
such as the world has never seen. The 
modern, ornate church, the Church of 
the Agony, is the third that has been built 
on the most august and venerable spot 
in the world after Golgotha and the holy 
sepulcher. Here the vision of the Sufferer 



who has never been at a distance from us 
since we entered the Holy City, is dis- 
closed to us as never before. The old. 
gnarled olive trees speak to us of the 
wondrous past when "The olive trees had 
a mind to Him, Tlie little gray leaves 
were kind to Him," These trees, if they 
are not the very conLemporaries of Christ, 
are at least, shoots from those that were 
witnesses of His prayer and agony, 
Pliny tells us that the olive tree does not 
die. Before it withers a powerful shoot 
is born from its roots. What human 
heart could remain unmoved in such 
surroundings? Memories surge in, and 
with veiled faces we worship. In the 
cry of "Father, if it be possible, let this 
cup pass from me," we hear the prelude 
to the exceeding bitter cry from the Cross 
when the Son of God, in darkness and 
dereliction, was forsaken of the Father. 

We do not need, though it is an excellent 
sculpture, the marble bas-relief of the 
Saviour praying in Gethsemane, which i» 
in the eastern walk to remind us that 
because of the exceeding sinfulness of 
sin, and to satisfy the divine justice of 
God. his Son trod the wine-press alone 
and, drenching the ground with bloody 
sweat, paid the debt that emanicipated 
the world. In his Gospel Luke says that 
Jeaus led his disciples out of the city to- 
ward Bethany, and while he was with 
them, he was carried up to Heaven, It 
seems the end, does it not? the finished 
story, the completed work. Yet we know 
that it was but the beginning of the vic- 
torious march of the Gospel, Greater 
things were to be done by his followers 
than the Lord himself had ever witnessed, 
Hia was the sacrifice, theirs the fruit and 
harvest that it yielded. In sure and 
certain hope the Church of God every- 
where carries on the work of faith and 
labor of love, looking forward to the day 
when they shall rejoice with their Lord. 
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On tlie banks of the Skeena 

[Continued from page 12) 

Does yon calm moon, as it sails through 
the silvery sheen of beauty oft. witness 
greater courage, love and anxiety for a 
loved one than was so loudly bespoken 
by each painfully slow step in this magni- 
ficent silence? Our Father knows I 

Ahl Mark is gone now, but still Mabel 
feels she has a sacred duty to perform. 
Rising at six o'clock in the morning she 
feels she cannot take food of any sort 
until her loved one is laid tenderly away. 
So again she walks, this time through 
driving rain, across the village to the 
home of Envoy Brown where the body 
of our Comrade 1. is lain since his decease. 

See her now ait by the coffin, on wkich 
lie numerous love-emblems, placed there 
at love's instigation. It was remarked 
by Mrs. Captain Houghton that she 
"looked like a queen in her sorrow." 
Nor will she be left behind, for she follows 
us to the Hall, coming in as we are 
singing, "Oh, think of the home over 
there!" 

No, she wants no assistance, for, waving 
off the kindly hand of a relative, who 
wishes to give her a good seat, she sits 
down on the edge of the platform by the 
head -of the coffin, and with head bowed 
in stately, reverent sorrow, she takes in 
the whole service. 

Mrs. Captain Houghton tenderly takes 
her place beside her, encircling her with 
the arm which has been on all occasions 
so ready and willing to help, and a most 
impressive service presses home the virtue 
of being ready to meet the Silent Messen- 
ger. 

The service over, our aged mourner 
slowly wends her way before the coffin 
to the wagon-hearse. There, seated for 
the last time beside the form of her 
beloved husband she is carried to the 
graveside, where she stands, in reverent 
awe, without a single evidence of out- 
ward emotion. 

Cannot two such worthy warriors from 
our Native field stir the hearts of those 
who are younger to deeds of love, devotion 
and courage? There are yet thousands 
of as "well-worth-while" cases as the 
above-named, who just need to "see 
Jesua" to make them equally brave and 
true. Who will win them? You? 
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